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0 HAP IL E 7. 


OR, 
| GenTLEMAN and Lapy's 


MUSICAL COMPANION. 
Conſiſting of a 


Variety of Entire NEW SONGS. 


Interſpers'd with ſeveral favourite Alx s, from the 
beſt AuTHoORs ; ; none of which are to be met 


vith i in any Collection hitherto publiſhed. 
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«© The Man that has no Muſick in himſelf, 

« Nor is not mov'd with Concord of fwoet Sounds; 
© Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils ; 
The Motions of his Spirit are dull as ge 

& And his Affections dark as Erebus: 
Let no ſuch Man be truſted.” — 


SHAKES PEAR. 
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And Sold by E. Su ur ER, at the Bible and Crown, near 
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HE. Editor of this little Collection 
begs Leave to acquaint the Reader, 
that being ſollicited by ſeveral Friends 
to print ſome original Songs, the juve- 
nile Productions of his leiſure Hours, 
he knew no better Way to avail himſelf 
of their Partiality to the weak Efforts 
of his unexperienced Muſe, than to 
introguce them among a Variety of more 
accurate Compoſitions, whoſe Merits. 
might lay a juſt Claim to the Public 
Favour : In order to which, he has ſe- 
lected from the moſt approved Miſcel- 
laneous Pieces. ſuch Songs, as he flatters 
himſelf will amply compenſate far the 
conſcious Deficiencies of his own. | 
f 1 At 


* 


1 

At the ſame Time that he makes this 
Acknowledgement, he hopes he ſhall not 
be conſidered as an unjuſtifiable Invader 
on the Rights and Properties of others, 
as no Man can be more ſcrupulouſly 
tenacious in the Article of Literary Pro- 
perty than himſelf; but by collecting 
rogether theſe fugitive Pieces into one 
Point of View, he preſumes he has in- 
troduced to public Attention many me- 
ritorious Performances, which lay ſcat- 
tered in the Ruins of Obſcurity, and 
conſigned, as it were, to an involuntary 
Oblivion. 

With Reſpect to the Lackes who make 
no ſmall Part of his friendly Encouragers, 
he aſſures them, they will find this Book 
entirely calculated for their Purpoſe, as 
he has care fully rejected all ſuch Traſh, as 
is too often obtruded upon them in Collec- 
tions of this Kind; and he hopes he has 


at leaſt entitled himſelf to their farther 
nn 


b . 


1 
Patronage and Protection, by his invari- 
able Adherence to the ien Maxim 
of the Poet, that 8 


66, Immodeſt Words admit of no Defence, 
% And Want of Decency is Want 'of 
Senſe.” 


The Plea of Novelty has indeed been 
urged with all the Pomp of diſingenuous 
Falſhood, and many Purchaſers have 
been egregiouſly impoſed upon by this 
| ſpecious Pretext, as may be fully els. 
by inſpecting moſt of the modern Mu- 


ſical Compilations, which are little more 


than a Repetition of the ſame dull Ob- 

fcenity, diſguiſed merely by an Alteration 

in the Title. Bs 
But diſdaining to court Applauſe 5 | 


Arts like theſe, he relies ſolely on the 
Truth of what he has aſſerted, = deſires 
no longer to be read, than he continues 


to deſerve it. 
A 3 N. B. 


[vi] 


N. B. As the Editor is collecting Ma- 
terials for a Second Volume of the Chaplet, 
any Original Song, not inconfiſtent with 
the above Plan, will be thankfully re- 
ceived, and carefully inſerted, by direct- 
ing a Line, Poſt paid, to Mr. Sumpter, 
the Publiſher of this Volume. 
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| Thoſe marked thus * were never Printed before. 


* 4A Nymphendu'd with e'ery Charm, page 68 
A A Plague o'theſe Wenches they make ſuck 


a Pother 1 87 
Adieu ye Groves, adieu ye Plains — 30 
Apollo aid me while I fin —— 6g 
As Colinetta croſs'd the Plain! 50 


* As Damon one Day of Palæmon enquir d 132 
As Damon fat by Sylvia's Side - ——— 141 
As Delia ſat near Belmont's Chair ——— 31 
As Faſhion ever will prevail — 40 
As upright and ftrait as my Poſt is the Fair 32 
At Acton, the George is the Sign —— 25 
At the Cloſe of the Day, on the Banks 
olf the Tweed | 
| B $ 
Beneath a ſpreading Poplar's Shade — 67 
* Beneath an aged Oak's auſpicious Shade 21 
Bloom of Beauty, Pride of May ——— 57 
* By Bacchus and Po aſſiſted well ſing 59 


Child of my Art, my fav'rite Boy m=m=——_ 78 
Chloe, in your Mirror view ===——_—_—_ — 923 
Chloe my Vows you won't beliere— 29 


IN D E X. 


Come, away with your Care— — p. 79 
Come, come, ye chocieSpirits, together reſort 20 
* Come, let us agree —— — — 55 
Come my bold Britiſh Tars— 33 7 
* Condemn not, ye Critics, my Song, nor yet 


2 


Cupid, God of ſoft Perſuaſion | 39 
* Dicky I love, and I'm fond of the Name 81 


Farewel to my Paſſion, farewel to my Jean 40 
Flora, Goddeſs of the Spring A 
Forgive, dear Girl, my wand'ring Eyes 11 
From the Bed of reſtleſs Care. —— — 76 
From yonder Eaſt reſplendent dart —— 133 


God fave great Georgy, our King (altered) 1 


Happy Phantom, form'd for Pleaſure ,. 78. 
_ * Haſte away, thou tardy Lover! 81 
_ Haſte thy fragram Leaves to ſpread  —— 135 
Hope, thou Nurſe of young Deſire— 3 
How blith are the Lambkans that on the Plains 
feed — e 
How happ'ly dear Colin our Hours have been 
ſpent — „ ien 
How happy is Damon who feels not the Smart zco. 


How happy were my Days till now — 40 
| 5 How 


IN D E X. 
How ſweet are her Looks; and how blooming 
her Face — p. 98 
* How vain Clariſſa's fond — — 33 
1 E | 
I pray ye Gentles, lift to ne— — 
I write to true Britons, I mean not the Men 146 
* Tf Chloe's an Angel, why does ſhe Koran | 653 


In filent Extaſy, I gaze nn — ᷣ 
It moves your Vonder * my Soul — 28 


Let gay ones and _, —  - 27 
Let me aſſume the vocal Shell — 
Let Monarchs glory in their Pride  —— 1 34 
Let other Bards inſpir'd + _- 
Let Rakes and Libertines reſign d — 43 
* Long Time had Lyſander told __ 

his Pain — 104 
Love's in Truth a mighty Bleſling — 97 


May Morning ev'ry Praiſe is tine 47 
* Molly, thy Rhymes have rekindled my Flame 83 


My dear Clarinda, wouldſt thou k no-, 130 
My Heart's my own, my Will is free =——_— 36 : 
N 


. * Near that fam'd Pile, on whoſe majeſtic. 

Height — 
Near where the Silver Severn ſtrays — 
No Laſs on fam'd Hibernia's Plains Y 5 | 
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© Damon, fill you ſtrive in van p. 101 
»Of all the Youths that grac'd the Plain 103 
O how ſhall ] in * weak — 44 


melodious Voice —— 120 
f Polly 's Charms, or Sally's Wit — 62 

91 more 22 tune our fav'rite Themes 109 

Oons ! ! Neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a Trifle like 


| P 
5 Precluded from Hope 5 L * noe 104, ii 
Relentlefs Youth, O in me why — 11 


8 | 
Secure in Beauty s dread Arrayyr 114. 
* See, beagteous Daphne, ſee, go 


See the Womb of Witcheraft burning — 77 
Sifters of the murky Night —— 75 
Some few trifling Ballads Pve ſung heretofore 112 
Some talk of ancient Heroes, and ſome of 
SGrenadiers — 94 
* Sweet are the Charms of loving— 8.4 


The fatal Time too ſoon arrived — — 573 
The fragrant Lilly of the Vale wn 4240 
The honeſt Heart whoſe Thoughts are clear 38 
The Sun now breaks forth from the Eaſt 121 


The Virgin when ſoften'd by May 129 
5 | | Th“ 


INI U. EN 


Th unwelcome ſad Minute is come — p. 129 
There was a jolly Miller once —— 37 
Think, my faireſt, how Delay — — | 
Tho? his Paffion in amen the Youth would con- 


ceal -— -— =m——n——s — 118 
Tho? Love like a Monkey, lad long — hie 
Trick e 2 ava 


Tho' Nancy, unfortunate Fair — — — 108 
Tho' Winter's rude rs. begins to draw g 
near — — 4 
Thro' Court and Town, dy all tis known 124 
Tis not the Muſe's choiceft Lay —— 119 
To fix her—"t were a Taſk as vain — — 116 
To thee ſweet Spring, whoſe genial Ray — 107 
Too long afraid of Cupid's PoõWT —— 142 
® *Twas Dead at Night when as Hiſtorians ſay 70 
* Tis more than F —— s facred Tye 145 


Unbounded Ambition, __ turbulent Maid 106 


Was ever poor Fellow ſo —_— with a Vixen 45 
Well, well, ſay no more — — 3839 
* What dear, enchanting Charms adorn — 63 
What Means ſhall a bapleſs young Shepherd 


purſue —— — 86 
What News the next Ships from Old England 
may bring —— — 227 


WhenB e auty firſt ventur'd to ſeek— — 126 
| When 


—— — :?:: 


i 

| 
AF 
? 


FNDMET 


When Chloe breathes ſoft Melody © — — 125 
When Delia firft ventur'd to hear the fond Tale p. io 
* When firſt to addreſs my dear Chloe I went 12 
When firſt Clarinda's Charms I view'd — 34 
When I behold that Angel-Face —— 128 
When I was young and handſome too  — 79 
When Love appear'd in Damon's Form 65 
When once Love's ſubtil Poiſon gains — 36 
When the rough North forgets to how! — 24 
When we ſee a Lover languiſh — — 46 
® When Wit and Beauty both conſpire -— 61 
®* Whene'er dear Chloe I review — 1; 
Where the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r 91 
While Edward deigns this fair Retreat to tread 123 
While the Mixtures thus are warming — 77 


Ye Birds who chearful on the Spray— 115 


Ve Nymphs who preſide o'er the Muſical Throng 138 
Ve ſprightly Nymphs and jovial Swains + : 61 
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SONG I. Las 
The COURTSHIP. 

& Brix, by G. ROLL oF, the 
ela 


| EAR that fam'd Pile, on whoſe majeſtic 
Height, 

Sol's radiant Beams emit a ſey*n-fold Light; 
Where from each Nation, and of ev'ry Sort, 

A num*rous Herd.of Foreigners refort, 

Corinna dwelt —— among the faireſt Pair; 
Whom to addreſs each Lover does repair: 

And as his Fancy promps, or Wit inſpires, 
Imparts his glowing Pains and fierce Deſires. 


1 
And firſt, from Caledonian Hills, a Vouth 
Of Manners plain, but in Addreſs uncouth, 
Directs his Suit, wi' muckle Paſſion fravght, _ 
And thus inform'd his Tongue, in ſoothing Strains 
untaught:. | 


Un bubbled, I'm bubbled. In the Beggar's Opera.) 


O bonny Laſs, gin ye wull let me but win ye, 
And ſhew nae Diſdain to the Lad wha adores ye, 
My Heart full of Glee, ſhall be blith as a Bee, 
Gin ye grant but the Boon yer Wully implores ye : 
For frae Highland Glens, and the Braes of 

Lochaber, ; | 
Pſe come to enjoy ſome dainty brow'd Laſſie: 
Let what wull betide, I'ſe ha'e thee to my Bride, 
And ilka Neet Pe tull my Boſom will haw ſe thee, 


But if you fi ſoon ſhould think me a falſe Loon, 
And untull the Kirk ye wad na be ganging, 
Wi a ſcornfu proud Air ye wad gar me deſpair; 
Waes me, that for Beauty I'ſe e'er ſhould be 
langing ! 
Then gloom na mair ſhyly, but dart a glance 


Fra thoſe twa pawky Een that ſae bonnily blinkit : 
Then nae Laird like to me, nor nae Lady like thee, 
Wi ficken Delight ſhall ſae merrily jinkit, 
, | | 8&6 C1 


270 
NECIT AT TVN. 


1 Phelim next, a ſtout Hibernian, came, 
Invited by Corinna's ſpreading Fame: 

And thus; with native Brogue upon his Tongue, 
He lamentably howPd his mournful Song: 


— 


Kü +» a 
(Ellen a Roon) | 
Arrah Honey, how will I my Love make ap- 
pear ? 
Arrah Honey, c. wg 


Deel burn me FRA Creature, 
My Anguiſn is greater 
Than Tongue can imagine, or Silence declare, 


At Night as I fit with my Friends all alone, 
At Night, &c, | 
| Your ſweet Face intruding, 
My Senfes deluding, 
For the loſs of your Abſence I bitterly moan, 


From the Banks of the Shannon for your ſake 
From the Banks, &c. Il come: 
Then if you are cruel, 
By St. Patrick! dear Jewel, 
When Pm dead I will ſay that Foe haſten'd my 
Doom. 


B 2 | | But . 


14 1 
But if you're determin'd poor Phelim to ſa'ave, 
But if, Ec. 
Make haſte to declare it, 
Or fait, gra, PII ſhwear it, | 
PI never come back when Pm once in my Grave. 


= RECITATIVE. 


A n m 
(Va noble Race war Shinkin.) 


Hur was an ancient Priton, 
Of noble Plood, Cor pleſs hur! 
| Was hur to ſee 

| Hur Pedigree, 
Cot ſplut' it would amaze hur ! 


Poor Gwinifred-ap-Evan 
That liv'd at Llanimdovery, 
For Shinkin's ſake 
Was fall'n ſo ſick 
Hur left her paſt Recovery. 


A gallant Hero now of Cambrian Race, 
Claims in the fair Corinna's Heart a Place; 
From creat Caractacus hur poaſts Teſcent, 
And thus Ap-Shinkin gives hur Paſſion Vent: 


5 1 
She lov'd hur ſo ſincerely, 
To Town ſhe'd fain have follow'd hur; 
But, hold, hur cry'd, | 
Fur was no Bride, 
For a Son of creat Cadwallader. 


But if hur had Corinna, 
Hur would not care a Farthing, 
For all the reſt, 
In Haverford-Weſt, 
Or eke in fam'd Carmarthen, 


RE CITATIVE. 


His Vows at fair Corinna's Shrine to pay, 
Advances next un Perruquier Frangois: 
But, O! my Muſe, conceal the Barber's Name, 
Who ſhines a Marquis in the Rank of Fame; 
Equipt in true Pariſian Mode and Airs, 
With arch Grimace, he thus his Suit prefers: 


4A 1 W 
: 7 Mir leton. ) 
For vat, my Dear, you be leſs tendre 
A mon deſpairing Amour ? | 
Your'Art you ave promis'd to rendre ; 
Pourquoi you not make de Retour, 
Fo © 4 "Is A mon 


- 


1 FP 
A mon Mirleton, Mirleton, Mirleton—a 
A mon Mirleton, ton, ton? 


To forget your Eſelave is cruelle; 
Can yon expect mes Devoirs ? 
Ma charmante is grown infidelle, 
And wounds me à chaq ue Revoir : 


Pauvre Mirleton, Ec: 


Adieu to ma fauſſe Eſperance ! . 
Adieu les Plaiſirs des beaux Jours ! 15 
Ma Deeſſe appears at Diſtance, 

Et ne regarde pas les Efforts: 


De mon Mirleton, Oc. 


Ma Flamme how can [ eteindre! 
Mes Fourmens encreaſe tous les Jours! 

Ma Paſſion I never can peindre, 
So great is de Force de l' Amour, x 
pt Et de Mirleton, Oc. 


If me ave la Fortune to pleaſe, 
Ecoutez, ma chere Mignonne: 
Vou ſall be la belle Lathe, 
And command mine Art alone: 
Et le Mirleton, Oc. 


R E CI- 


E } | 
RE CI T ATT „ 
Now young Lyſander, an accompliſh'd Swain, 
As e'er was - Ae to give a Virgin Pain, ; 
Kneel'd at her Feet, and ſighing to be bleſt, 
His artleſs Love in artleſs Lays expreſs'd. 


:& 1M 
(Why heaves my fond Boſom ? } 


If Beauty be pleaſing, 

The 92 how compleat, 
In whom Wit and Beauty 

Inſenſibly meet! | 
What Heart ſo obdurate 

But theſe can ſubdue? ' 
And thele, dear Corinna, 

Concenter in you. 


How bleſt is the Maid, who 
Like you can diſpenſe 

Wit, Beauty, Good Humour, 
Truth, Virtue and Senſe! 

How eaſy the Bondage 
Your Captives mult ſha:e, 

In whom ſuch Perfections 
Diſtinguiſh'd appear! 


3 

Would deareſt Corinna 
„ my Care, 

How hap ſander, 
Poſſeſt of Pan 

Indulgently ſmile then, 
My Charmer, and prove, 

No Pleaſures can equal 
The Raptures of Love. 


RE CIT AT TIV I. 


Corina now each Suitor had ſurvey'd, 
But on Lyſander only ſmil'd the Maid 
To him alone reſign'd her yielding Heart, 
But firſt beſpoke each am'rous Youth apart: 


{ The /ubſequent Airs to the foregoing Tunes.) 
A I VI. 

O kind hearted Wully! mind what J ſay tull ye, 
And never mair ramble ſae far for a Laſhe; 
I 'ſe a great Veneration for aw the Scots Nation, 

Then let na Diſdain ha'e Power to faſh ye : 

But gang ye'r Gate hame to the Braes of Lochaber, 

And ſettle ye'r Heart on ſome Damſel right ſonſy; 

Let what will betide, I'ſe can ne'er be thy Bride, 

For a bonny young Laddie has taken my Fancy. 


A IR 


11 
41 Ex 


Arrah! what will I do my poor Phelim to ſaave * 
Arrah ! what, &c. | 
If you die with Vexation, 
| You'll have this Conſolation, 
To ſee me howl dolefully over your Grave. 


"a © & Va 
Farewell too, fam'd ap Shinkin! 
Hur was too puſillanimous, 
To venture on 
A Shentleman, 
So creat, and ſo magnanimous. 


Pardonnez moi, Monſieur le Friſe ! 
Vat you tink to cheate me? 
How you make me Marquiſe, 
Ven 7” but de Barbier be ? 
Pauvre Mirleton, &c. 


2 . 

_ P27 ſweet Paſſion, | | 

And void of all pain, 15 „ 
When equally felt bj 985 

2 and her Swain, DES Its 


I 10 
Its Tranſports, Ly ſander, 
Let's mutually ſhare; 
My Heart ſhall be conſtant, 
While you are ſincere. 


s ON G HI. 
To B E LIND A: 
An ELEcy, By the Same. 


RECLUDED from Hope” s ſalutary Ray, 
Peace from my Woe- fraught Boſom takes its 
Flight: 
No more I wiſh to view returning Da ay, 
Tho? Horrors aggravate the Gloom o Night, 


Wait my laſt Gaſp, and catch th! expiring Sigh, 
Ye gentle Gales ! G waft it to my Love: 
Tell her a Victim to her Scorn I die, 
For fince ſhe will'd it, ſhe muſt needs approve. 


Ah ! no, when theſe ſad 'Tidings greet her Ear, 
Belinda's Rigour muſt perforce abate: 
And from each Eye, the tributary Tear 
Shall flow ſpontaneous for my * Fate. 


Vet, what will then = the F raidtefo Tear! 


TH faithful Youth, whom ſhe refus'd to fave, 
| Deſerv'd. 


* 


HF © 
Deſerv'd perhaps a Treatment leſs ſevere ; 
But, can a Tear recall him from the Grave? 


O had there been the leaſt, the fainteſt Trace, 
Of ſoft Compaſſion in Belinda's Breaſt! 
Or that (leſs cruel) ſhe had kept one Place 
In that dear Manſion for the heav'nly Gueſt ! - 


Yet, pious Mourner, ftill indulge thy Grief, 
Which, tho” it can't revokeyour Strephon's Doom, 
Twill give at leaft his injur d Ghoſt Relief, 

That you revere his Mem'ry in the Tomb. 


SONG III. 
By the Same. 


{ Beaſt not miftaken Swain thy Art. 


Orgive, dear Girl, my wand'ring Eyes, 
That can thoſe Charms approve : 7 
hich in fair Chloe's Form ſurpriſe, 
And Admiration move. 


Tis her's to captivate the View, 
With Beauty's brittle Chain; 

While, lovely Sachariſſa, you 
The Heart a Slave detain, 


In 


3 . 
In willing Bonds, the Captive yields 
IT 0o your reſiſtleſs Pow'r: 

While Chloe, like the Idiot, builds 
In Air the baſeleſs Tow'r. 


Let Jealouſy ne'er haunt your Breaſt, 
Nor caſt one Thought that Way : 

Suſpicion's but a Fiend at beſt, 
That frights our Peace away. 


The Conqueſt which your Eyes obtain'd, 
Your mental Charms ſecure : | 

Within that Heartwhere firſt you reign'd, 
Unrivalld ſtill endure, 


SONG IV. 
By the Same, 
(Stick a Pin there. 7 


| Hen firſt to addreſs my dear Chloe I went, 

I refolv'd to declare in plain Terms my 
Intent: | 

And inſtead of dull Praiſes, which others beſtow, 

To aſk her downright if ſhe'd have me, or no. 


But, alas! ſo unpractis'd a Novice was I, 
I figh'd when I ſaw her, yet cou'd not tell why: 


= 


{ 13 ] 
1 ſimper'd, look fooliſh, and N down my Head, 
And forgot e'ery Word I deſign'd to have laid. 


The: Nymph in the Leſſon of Love was well 
| vers'd, 
"Twas a Leſſon I found he had often hk 
She ſaw thro' my Silence, and bade me advance, 
With a Smile that awaken'd me out of * Trance. 


Forgive me, dear Angel! enrap iur'd, I oxy; 
A Truce with your Rhapſodies,  hloe rep 
Your Eyes ſpeak too plain; — for ſuchSkill I —_— 
That a Wink is fufficient ! — the reſt I can you 


What an Adept, fad I. are you grown in Love“ * 
Art, 
That from Looks can interpret the State of the 
Heart ! 
- And how great Penetration, dear Chloe, is thine ! 
That ws one tender Glance can my Nea 
ivine. 


No Language, my F air, ſo expreſſive can prove, 
As this filent, but ſweet Elocution of Love: 
And determin'd to make farther Proof of her Skill, 
My Eyes put the . s anſwer' d, I 9 
en 


; [ 14 ] 
Then without farther Prelude, we wedded next 

Day; Fr R * 

And I preſs'd her the conjugal Rites to obey : 

She affected Surprize— cou'd not gueſs my Intent, 
Sol tipt her the Wink, and ſhe knew what I meant, 

SONG V. 7 wp 

Hans CARVEL's Rs. 

Alter'd from Prior. | 

A Cobler there was and he liv'd ing Stall.) 


> Ondemn not ye Critics, my Sohg, nor yet 
'Tha 


marvel, 
tI ſing the Old Taleofthe Ringof Hans Carvel; 
Dan Prior it was who firſt penn'd 1t in Verſe, 
Then deign to attend while the Tale I rehearſe. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


This doting old Letcher, infirm and decay'd, 
Came to Town for a buxom young Wife, as *tis 
ſaid ; | 
She was ſprightly and gay, and had Wit too at Will: 
And her Tongue, like moſt Women's, would ſeldom 


Derry down, &c. 


When her Mind undifturb'd was with Troubles 
and Cares, 


And her Thou ghts diſengag'd from domeſtic ee 


. (Ts ] 

She would wake in the Morning about nine or ten, 
Drink her Chocolate, and faſt aſleep fall again. 
| OY Derry down, &c. 


At Noon, as twas uſual, the Lady aroſe ; 
And by Two ſhe perhaps would have ſlip'd on her 
 Cloaths; 
And if dear CoPnel Careleſs had happen'd to come, 


She would then condeſcend to ſtay Dinner at home. 
| Derry down, &C. 


The Dinner once over, abroad in the Park 
She would ramble a Turn or two, till it was dark; 
Till at length ſuch Vagaries gave Carvel ſome Pain, 
And wwe 28 Whimſies poſſeſs'd the Knight's 
rain, F | | 
Derry down, &c, 


Witha View to relaim then has frolickſome Wife, 
The good Man recommended Amendment of Life: 
Bid her only reflect how ſhort-liv*d Beauty was, 

Saying all Men are frail, and all Fleſh is but Graſs ! 
>... WE: Derry . down, &C. 


But how vain his Attempt to produce Reformation, 
She held him and his Cant in alike Deteſtation, 
* | And 


And whatever the fraQious old Fumbler could fays | 


Tho: TURE: the went abroad e'ery Day. 
Wh Derry down, &. 


"RH length, tir'd out with Impatience, he cry'd, 
Some Method or other muſt ſurely be try'd : 
And if in this Caſe I ſhould queſtion the Devil, 


T8 but to ponent a much greater Evil. 
. Derry down, bee. 


Talk of "EEG they ſay, and he ſtraight wilt 
| pear 3 
And the Proverb was inſtantly e here: 
For one Night with Vexation he went to Bed ſick, 
And who ſhould he ſee in a Dream, but old Nick ? 
Derry down, &. 


What Spee art thou, and what wouldſt thou 
; _ have? 
My Name, Sir, is Satan ſays he, and your Slave; 
I am come, honeſt H ans, to remove all your Grief, 
"Take th * Ring, and i it ſhortly will give you Relief. 
| "wry down, &cc. 


Wear this on your Finger, you need not tofear, 
Bat: -your Bus'neſs will quickly be done to a Hair; 
For as certain as ever I look'd over Lincoln, 
That ſhall ne'er come to pals which you tremble to 
| think, <M> | Derry downs c. 
| | Then 


17 
Then thruſting the Ring, beyond the main Joint, 
Hans in Raptures exclaim' Tre at laſt 4 


my point Bear, 
What point, . his Wife? why you drunken old 4 


You've thruſt in your mr) Devil ba S 
i where. 5 


= ; ORD Derry — 
Learn Ros ye old Dotards, this Maxim from 


No Chan: 26A be found againſt Impoteney : | 
For however eaſy the Bus'neſs may ſeem, 
The Ring of Hans Carvel is — but a Dream. 


Oo N M nin 


G OD SAV Tas RE | 
Altered from the Original Song, af 2 


Upon the Coronation of their preſent — 
| By G. Rox Los. 


GD fave Great Geor Eng our . 
« Long live our nob 
« God fave the King! 
„ Send him victorious, 
5 3 and glorious, 


Long to reign over us; 
” Go: fave the * 


"Irs * 8 


| [18] 
Thy choiceſt Gifts in Store, 
On Royal Charlotte pour, 
Our gracious Queen! 
She was ordain'd to bring 
Happineſs to the King; 
Then let each Briton ſing, 
God ſave the Queen! 


With thy peculiar Care, 
Viſit the Royal Pair, 

Our King and Queen! 
O may they live to be 
Bleſt in their Progeny ; 
And in Felicity, | 

Long may they reign! 


FTI „ Bleffings till expand, 
On this oor Tavour'd Land, 
| Lord hear our Call! 
Soon may diſſenſion ceaſe, 
And may a laſting Peace 
Thy g rateful * bleſs; 
Sod ſave us all! 


2. 
5 : 


ten, 
0 „ 
The Pos Ex, or the Lover's Girr. 

By the Same. * 

( By a pratil'ing Stream on a Midſummer's Ee.) 

AT the Cloſe of the Day, on the Banks of the 

| >» Tweed, 3 65 8. © 

Where ſweet-ſmelling Odours perfume the gay 

Mead, | ; 


Fair Flora! I cried, attend my Requeſt, | 
And bring me a Poſey for dear Chloe's Breaft. 


The Goddeſs atentive my Summons obey d, 
And brought me a Noſegay; O take it, the ſaid; © 
Haſte, haſte, and preſent it to Chloe the Fair, 
With Wings ſwift as Thought to the Charmer re- 
Pair. | | Fe * 8. 
Each Flower appear'd in its lovel'eſt Array, 


And ſtrove which ſhould moſt its bright Beauties 


„ 432 1 
The Jeſs'mine, Carnation, the Lilly and Roſe, 
In Fragrance delightful their Sweets did diſcloſe. 


I preſented the Gift, which the Fair did approve, 
And receiv'd it with Joy as a proof of my Love: 
Tren ſighing, ſhe kindly expreſs'd her Delight, 
And ſhe gave me her Heart my Pains to requite. 

"3 9 3 
c | J 


5 1201 
Dear Chloe, ſaid I, what an Emblem is here ! 
*Tho? your Beauty like thefe in its Bloom doth ap- 


Pear, 475 
Yet, like theſe it is frail, and will ſoon paſs away 5 
But Virtue's a Flower which ne'er will decay. 


SONG VIII. 
An Invitation to the Court of Comvs. 
By the Same. 
(Come, come, my good Shepherds, aur Flocks we muſt 
fear. S 


Ome, come, ye choice Spirits, together reſort, 
In your Holyday Suits to great Comus's 
F 
The heartieſt of Bloods are the joyous and free; 
And who are ſo joyous, fo happy as we ? | 


We harbour no Precepts by dull Cynics taught, 
We practiſe ne Rules, with Sobriety fraught : 

'The Thoughts of our Hearts you may read in our 

Eyes, | | 
For knowing no Terror we need no Diſguiſe. 
By ſanctify'd Maxims are Hypoerites ſway'd ; 

But we all the Children of Pleaſure are bred : 

By her Dictates alone we are guided to prove 

The delights of the Bottle, and Raptures of Love. 


8 { 21 } 

That Giant the Watchman we never can dread 3 
His Intruſion we puniſh by breaking his Head : 
Champaine and Bur urgundy expel all our Care, 


And — the kind Girl, be ſhe black, brown or 


fair, 


When Love has'poſleſs'd us, ſome Damſel we hires 
Whoſe Eyes like the Liquor inflame our Deſire: 
So joyous and hearty we'll drink and be gay, 
And leave ſober Ciis to defraud and betray | 


SONG IX. 
CELIMENE. 
A CanTATa, By the Same, 
N ETA TI 


Eneath an a aged Oak's auſpicious Shade, 

By Nature Rem'd for hapleſs Lovers made, 
Coy Celimene, Pride of all the Plain, 
For whom a thouſand Shepherds ſigh'd in vain, 
Nou loſt to Love, a Prey to anxious Care, 


To Venus thus prefers her ardent Pray'r: 
1 
(Painly now ye ftrive to charm me.) 
Cytherea ! deign to hear me, 


Goddeſs of the tender Flame 
ToCamillo 22 bear me, 


Rill the Rs, 


Let me find hi | TEE 
C 3 PRE Still 


el] 

Still unchang'd, O let me find him, 
As I hop'd the Swain wou'd prove, 
When with ſtrongeſt Vows to bind him, 
Firſt he figh'd and talk'd of Love 

Thee, great Queen ! alone adoring, 
See my Heart with Anguiſh bleed: 
Proſtrate here thy Aid Imploring, 
Let thy Suppliant ſucceed. 

Then, if &er again between ye, 
Future Conteſts ſhould ariſe, 
Let the Judge be Celimene, 
Thine ſhall be the golden Prize. 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


She ſaid- and lo ! the ſev'ring Clouds gave way; 
As when Aurora brings the Morning-Ray : 
And to the Fair one's View diſclos'd above, 
In her triumphant Car, — the Queen of Love. 
The Siſter. Graces waiting round appear, 
And Cupid's guard the beauteous Charioteer; 
Her Doves, the Goddefs bids their Flight reſtrain, 
And thus aſſwages Celimene's Pain: f 


„„ 3 
¶ Lovely Nymph no more ll range.) 


Lovely Nymph thy Plaints give o'er, . 
Venus will thy Peace reſtore: 


# 


And 


3 


234 
And thy Lover, 


Late a Rover, 
Wanders from thy Arms no more. 


FSC TTTATIYE 


Now Cupid haſtens to the neighb'ring Grove, 
At once the God and Meſſenger of Love, | 
He bent his Bow, a ſwift. wing d Arrow drew, 
And inſtant to Camillo's Heart it flew; 

No ſooner had the Shaft empiere d his Breaſt, 3 


Than he—a Victim to Love's Pow'r confeſt, 
The injur'd Fair-one ſought, and thus addreſt: 1 


1-3 mL. 
(What Med'cine can ſoften the Boſom's keen Smart.) 


Bright Nymph, to whoſe Beauty ſubmiſſive I bend, 
Tho? a Rebel to Lovel appear, 

My Tranſgreflion forgive, and if more offend, 
Ne'er believe my Repentance ſincere. 


Camillo wou'd ne'*er from thy Boſom have firay'd, 
Had my Charmer been kind as ſhe's fair; 

But when my fond Paſſion with Scorn you repay'd, 
You froze me quite into Deſpair, 


Then let each coy. Virgin this Leſſon learn hence, 
How fantaſtic the Maxim and vaan ! 
To think that a Shepherd of Virtue and Senſe, 
Will be aw'd into Love by Diſdais. 
PETE I _ Celimene's 
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[24] 
Celimene's ſweet Smile had alone the foft Art, 
The Faith of Camillo to prove: 4 
For Kindneſs can only ſecure the fond Heart, | 

And Love be rewarded with Love, 


SON 9 "8 
BLvt-Ey*'p ANN. 
(The Sun wwas funk beneath the Hill.) 


V Hen the rough North forgets to howl, 
And Ocean's Billows ceaſe to roll; 
When Lybian Sands are bound in Froſt, 

And Cold to Nova Zembla's loſt; | 
When Heav*nly Bodies ceaſe to move, 

My blue ey'd Ann I'll ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall Flow'rs the Meads adorn ; 
Nor Sweetneſs deck the roſy Thorn ;. 
Nor ſwelling Buds proclaim the Spring ; 
Nor parching Heats the Dog-ftar bring; 
Nor laughing Lillies paint the Grove, 
When blue-ey'd Ann I ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall Joy in hope be found; 
Nor Pleaſures 'dance the frolick Round ; 
Nor Love's light God inhabit Earth ; 
Nor Beauty give the Paſſion Birth: 


* * 4 
Nor Heat to Summer Sun. ſhine cleave, 
When blue-ey'd Nanny I deceive. 


When rolling Seaſons ceaſe to change, ._ 
Inconſtancy forgets to range; 
When laviſh May no more ſha!l bloom; 
Nor Gardens yield a rich Perfume; 
When Nature from her Sphere ſhall ſtart, 
Tl tear my Nanny from my Heart. 


SONG XI. 
ACTON FATTY. 
(Ye Swaint that are courting a Maid. 


T Acton, the George is the Sign, 
An Inn that Pm frequently at, 
Lives a Girl dreſſes neat, tho not fine, 
The ſweet pretty Chambermaid Pat. 

To praiſe her, ye Poets divine! 
Your Verſes would even ſeem flat, 

How bold this Attempt then of mine, 
To deſcribe all the Beauties of Pat. 


Howe'er, Pl purſue the ſweet Theme, 


T ho? you fay of my Verſe this and thats 235 
Since to me *twill be Pleaſure extreme, 
If approv'd by my dear pretty Pat: 


, + 026.1 
At a Simile too I will ftrive, ; 
Tho? as dull and as grave as a Cat: 
And believe me the Sweets of the Hive, 
Cannot vie with the Lips of my Pat. 
When I fay her Cheek rivals the Roſe, _ 
That her Hair's black and ſleek as my Hat, 
It does only my Weakneſs expoſe, e 
To compare ſuch mean Things with my Pat: 
When I tell her, her Boſom's as white | 
As any to Reynolds e'er ſat ; 
That her Eyes are more piercing and bright, - 
I do not then flatter my Pat. 
For may I be baulk'd of my Sport, 
And be worry'd and drown'd like a Rat, 
If 1 think all the Beauties at Court, | 
When undreſs'd could compare with my Pat, 
Since ſhe's neither too ſhort, nor too tall, | 
Nor is ſhe too lean, or too fat; 
But ezaAly proportion'd in all, 
Is the form of my dear pretty Pat. 
In the coldeſt of Winter's cold Nights, 
Uncloath'd on a wet dirty Mat, 
I wou'd lie to obtain the Delights, 
That can be diſpens'd by my Pat. 

And, ye Lovers of Cricket! who play, 
And are dextrous at Ball and at Bat, 
Ho you'd ſtruggle a hot Summer's Day, 
If the Prize were a Night with my Pat. 


And 


1271 
And now I ſuppoſe you all gueſs, 1 
And think you know what Id be at, 
Why, : honeſtly, faith, I confeſs, 
"Tis the Love of my dear pretty pat: 
But ſhe proves to be virtuous as fair, 
What ever the People may chat, 
Which, tho' in a Chambermaid rare, 
Is ne ren true of * Pat. 


; SONG XII. | 
The SAIL OR'S DerarTuRE, or 
Honeſt Jack, the Boatſwain's Song. 
Ola Woman of Grimſtone.) 
Ome, my bold Britiſh Tars, 
Who have never fear'd Wars, 
Let fly the Jack, Pendant, and Enfign, 
Dur Guns we'll run out, ö 
And give Monſieur a Boat; 
That will make him forget all his Fencing. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
Res the coalt of old France, 
| We will lead them a Dance, | 
But we'll firſt chear our Hearts with ſome Flip: 
Then loud Claps of Thunder, 
Shall ſtrike 'm with Wonder, 


How the W my F rogs 1 all ſKi p!. | 
Tol de rol, Ee. 


But 


[28] 
But behold the Penzance ! 
See her boldly advance, e 
In Spight of rough Winds and hard Weather: 
With ſuch Leaders as theſe, | 
We will plough the rough Seas, 
And tack all our Courſes together. | 
a Tol de rol, c. 


While our Bottoms can ſwim, 

; Oer the Ocean we'll ſkim, 
Then bring home our Riches all hither : 
nd we'll rant, and we'll ring, 
And we'll drink, and w'll ſing, 
King George and Old England for ever! 
775 Tol de rol, &c, 
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SONG XII. 
The INCONST ANT. 
(Mufick has Pow'r to melt the Soul.) 


r moves your Wonder that my Soul, 
Which ever rov'd before, 
he Charms of Chloe ſhould controul, 


And that I rove no more. : 
But know, in her, my fickle Mind, R 

That ftray'd from Fair to Fair, wa 
Can ev'ry Day new Graces: find, 
Aud prove inconſtant theres 
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1.221 
Her Eyes, that heav'nly Luſtre beam, 
Enthral my Heart this Day : 
The next, to raiſe an equal lame, 
New Chazms her Lips difplay. 
The heaving Marble of ber Breaſt 
Shall ſoon N Sight, 
With Beauties not to be expreſs'd, 
And yield a ſtrange Delight. 
Inconſtant, from that Boſom fair 
My Eyes at length depart : | 
The waving Ringlets of 5 Hair 
Have now enſnar'd my Heart. 
Attracted by a pow'rful Charm, 

From thence tis led away: 
The Whiteneſs of her well-turn'd Arm 
Now bears ſuperior Sway. | 
Thus is my ardent Love of Change, 

In Chloe gratify'd : 
Midſt various Beauties ſtill I range, 
By her they're all ſupply'd. 


SONG XIV. 
(What Muſick dwells in Polly's Frame. 
Hloe, my Vows you won't believe,. 
Whene'er I talk of Love, ; 
You think I ſpeak but to deceive, _ 
You think me prone to rove: | \ 
h N 5 Your 


35 3 
Your charge is juſt, I own my Fault, 
I love not as before, 
Yet ſtill I do but what I ought 

I love not but adore, 


SONG XV. 
WINTER. 
(To thee O gentle Sleep alone.) 


| Dieu ye Groves, adieu ye Plains; 
| All Nature mourning lies; 
See gloomy Clouds, and thick*ning Rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring Skies. 


See from a far th' impending Storm, 
With ſullen Haſte appear ; 

See Winter comes, a dreary Form, 
To rule the falling Year. LT os 


No more the Lambs with gameſome Bound 
Rejoice" the gladden'd Sight; | 
No more the gay enamell'd NR 
Or Sylvan Scenes delight. 


| 
Thus, Zephalinda, much-lov'd Maid, 
Thy early Charms ſhall fail ; ; 
The Roſe muſt droop, the Lilly fade, 
And Winter ſoon prevail, 9855 


Again 


1 
Again the Lark, ſweet Bird of May, 
May riſe on active Wing, | 
Again the ſportive Herds may play, 

And hail reviving Spring. | 


But Youth, my Fair, ſees no Return 
The pleaſing Bubble's ofer 

In vain it's fleeting Joys you mourn, | 
They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear Girl, that Time improve 
Which Art can ne'er regain, = 
In bliſsful Scenes of mutual Love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd Swain, 
So ſhall Life's Spring, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene ; | 
Thus Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the Scene, 


SONG XVL. 
The DELIICATE CoMPLIANCE. 
(4s Celia in her Garden ftray 4.9 


8 Delia ſat near Belmont's Chair, 
| Her Hand he fond!y preſt; 
And ſmiling ſaw. the matchleſs Fair, 

Reclin'd upon his Breaſt. 
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1321 
A tender Wiſh began to riſe, 
Inſpir'd by love alone, | 
As Delia's more than Magic Eyes, 


Were center'd on his own. 
« My Life,” cry'd Belmont, in a Voice 
Which ſhe was us'd to hear, | 
% You muſt indulge a Huſband's Choice, 
„ So come this way my Dear.” 
A. Crimſon ſpread o'er Deha's Face, 
That might the Eaſt adorn; 
And point with, more celeſtial Grace, 
The roſy Cheeks of Morn. | 
The burning Youth the fondly kift, | 
- Expelling balmy Dews, — 
And begg'd he would not ben inſiſt, 
On what ſhe muff refuſe. | 
"Twas twelve The Bliſs he then delay 
When Delia's Thoughts he read; 
But rang the Bell to call her Maid, 
And flipt himſelf, to Bed. | 


S$SONG XVII. 
The SyECTacLe Marrer. 

(O Delia how fond and hob. ſpeechleſs am J. 
A S upright and ftrait as my Poſt is the Fair, 
| Her Skin with my Poliſber vies ; 
Her Breath may with freſh-melted Cement compare, 
And with well poliſe'd Glaſſes her Eyes. 3s 


3 & © *s TOP 
As ſable her Hair as the Small-coal I uſe, - 
Her Teeth my fine. Putty beſpeaks; | 
My feventb-waſh'd Em'ry its Colour muſt loſe, _ 
Compar'd with the Dye of her Checks. - 


A Tool on which Concave for Myops are ground, 
Shews the ſpherical Form of each Breaft ; 

But ſay, ye Opticians, what 7 can be found, 
Whereby all their Velvet's expreſt? | 


A Met. line Speculum void of a Flaw, 
Well figures her Action's Perfection, 
Which o'er the moſt Beauty my Eyes ever ſaw, -- 
Diffuſes a /plendid R fiection. +I | 


S O N G. XVIII. 
By G. ROLLOS. 


(n wain fond Youth thy Tears give oer. 9) 


OW vain Clariſſa's fond Attempt, 
To cheat her wary Lover's Eyes | 
With aukward Looks of cold Contempt, 
To froæn and ſeem ſeverely wiſe ! 


If happy Daman form'd to pleaſe, 
And captivate each female Heart, 
With Eloquence perſwaſtve plead 
The tender Paſſion void of Art: | 
7 Nature 


5 | [ 34 ] 
Nature, in Pity to the Youth, 
Aſſerts her Empire o'er the Fair; 
She ſees with kind Concern his Truth, 
And thinks him not beneath her Care. 


By Love and Nature both betray'd, 
No more ſhe truſts fantaſtic Pride; 
And tho? ſo late a ſcornful Maid, 
Now ſmiles a moſt ſubmiſſive Bride, 


8 ON G XXX. 
The SLIoHTED SHEPHERD. 


By the Same. 


Hen firſt Clarinda's Charms I view'd, 
Her ſprightly Mien and graceful Air, 
Surpriz'd ] gaz'd, and penſive ftood, 


And with Delight ſurvey'd the Fair. 


Her Cheeks the Roſe's Bluſh excell'd; 
Her Eyes than Di'monds brighter far: 
When I her lovely Form beheld, 
Her Beauty did my Heart enſnare. 


Now conſcious af her powerful Sway, 
Proud of the Conqueſt ſhe hath gain'd, 
My Love ſhe doth with Scorn repay, 
My Sighs and Vows are all diſdain'd. 


Beware 


= 35 ] 

Beware, ye Swains, e'er tis too late, 
Her captivating Beauty ſhun ; 

Leſt you ſhould ſhare my hapleſs Fate, 
Leſt you like me ſhould be undone. 


: vl 


SONG XX. 
Sung by Miſs Bzzxr, and Miſs HALLAu, in 
Love in a Village. 
(Let Ambition fire thy Mind.) 
ROSSETTA. 


Ope! thou Nurſe of young Deſire, 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy; 

Painted Vapour, Glow-worm Fire, n 

Temp'rate Sweet, that ne'er can cloy. 


LUCINDA. 


Hope! thou Earneſt of Delight, 
Softelt Soother of the Mind; 

Balmy Cordial, Proſpe& bright, 
Sureſt Friend the Wretched find. 


BO T H. 


Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out Pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 
And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 3 2 
. F SONG 


; [3] 
 $ONG XX. 
In the Same. 
: Sung by Miſs BzenT. 
(F air Kitty beautiful and young. 


Y Heart's my own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my Voice ; 


No mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 


*Till firſt he's made my Choice. 


Let Parents rule, cry Nature's Laws 
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And Children ftill obey ; . | 


And is there then no ſaving Cauſe, 


Againſt tyrannic Sway ? 


SONG XXII. 


In the Same. 
Sung by Miſs HaLLaM. 
(Blw ye blear Winds around my Head. 


: Hen once Love's ſubtle Poiſon gains, 
A Paſſage to the Female Breaſt; 

ke Lightning ruthing thro? the Veins, 

Each wiſh and ev'ry Thought's poſſeſt. 


To 


[#7] 1 
To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, 75 
Roaſon in vain its Skill applies; 
Nought can afford the Heart a Cure, 
But what is pleafing to the Eyes. 


SONG XXIII. 
In the Same. 
Sung by Mr. Bzazp. 
(What Cheer my honeft Meſſmates. ) 


Here was a jolly Miller once, 
Liv'd on the River Dee; 
He work'd and ſung, from Morn till Night, 
No Lark more b ith than he. 
And this the Burthen of his Song, 
- Forever us'd to be: | 
I care for no body, not I, | 
if no one cares for 1 me. | - © ag - 


SO NG NN. 22 
In the Same. 
Sung by Mr. Bearp. 
(From the Eaſt breaks the Morn.) 


ET gay ones and great, 
I: Make the _ of their e ate, 
D 3 From 


381 
From Pleaſure to Pleaſure they run; 
5 Well, who cares a Jot, 
I envy them not, 
While I have my Dog and my Gun. : 


For Exerciſe, Air, 

To the Fields I repair, 
With Spirits unclouded — light: 

The Bliſſes I find, 

No Sting leave behind, 
But Health and Diverſion unite. 


s ON G Xxv. 
In the Same. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD. 
(The Morning freſ#, the Sun in Tat.) 
F HE honeſt Heart whoſe Thoughts are clear, 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe, and Guile ; 


Need neither Fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the Harlot's Smile. 


The Greatneſs that would make us grave, 

Is but an empty Thing; _ | 
What more than Mirth wou'd Mortals have ? 
The chearful Man's a King. 


8 ON G 
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8 ON G XXVI. 
In the Same. 
5 Sung by Miſs HALLAM. 
Voi amanie.) 
Upid God of ſoft Perſuaſion, 
„Take the as, ra Lover's Part; 


Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind Occaſion, 
To reward a faithful Heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we Tyrants call, 
Who the Body would enthrall ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind; 
Thoſe who would enſlave the Mind. * 
Cupid God, &C, 
What 1s Grandeur ? Foe to Reſt ; | | 
Childiſh Mummery at beſt ; 
Happy I in humble State, 

Catch ye Fools the glitt'ring Bait. 


SONG XXVII. 


In the Same. 
Sung by Mr, Duxs TAL. 
(Lary Grogan.) 
FELL, well, ſay no more, "> 
N Sure you role me befoie; 535: ; 
D 4 4 


Cupid Cod, r 
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I know the full Length of my Tether; 

. Do you think me a Fool, 
That I need go to School ? 

I can ſpell you and put you together. 


A Word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffice, 
Adſniggers go talk to your Parrot; 
I'm not ſuch an Elf, 
1 Though I ſay it myſelf, | 
g But I know a Sheep's Head from a Carrot. 


= SONG XXVIIL 
= | In the Same. 

- Sung by Miſs DAvizs. 
= ; * (Bonny Broom, ) _ 
© | H OW happy were my Days till now, 
== I ne'er did Sorrow feel; . 


1 role with Joy to milk my Cow, 
| Or take my Spinning-wheel. 


My Heart was lighter than a Fly, 
Like any Bird I ſung, _ 
Till he pretended Love, and I, 1 
Believ'd his flatt' ring Tongue. . 


—_y * 


———— — 
- 
* 


> 
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O the Fool, the filly, filly Fool, 
Who truſts what Man may be; 
1 wiſh I wasa Maid again, 
And in my own Country. 


s ON G XXIX. 
The SzxvanTs Medley. 
In the Same. 
HO U SEM AID. 
(Nancy Dawſon.) 
pray ye, Gentles liſt to me, | 
Im young, and ftrong, and clean to fee; 
U not turn Tail to any ſhe 
For Work, that's in the County; 
Of all your Houſe the Charge I take, 
I waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I 2 


And more can do than here P11 ſpeak, 
Depending on your Bounty. 


:FOOTMAN.:.. 
' (Your humble Servant Madam.) 
Behold a Blade, who knows his Trade 
In Chamber, Hall, and Entry z 


And what tho? here, I now appear, 
L've ſerv'd the beſt of Gentry, - 


[ 42 ] 
A Footman would you have, 
I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave, 
For Ja handy Lad am, 
> On a Meſſage I can go, 
And ſlip a Billet-doux, 
With your humble Servant Madam, 


GO... 
(Oh the Roaſt Beef of Old England.) 
Who N a good Cook, my Hand they muſt 
| crofs; 0 4 
For plain wholeſome Diſhes I'm ne'er at a _ - 
And what are your Soups, your Ragouts and your 
Sauce, 


Compar'd with the Beef of Old England, &c, 
: CARTER. 
(Gee ho Dobbin. 
If you want a young Man, with a true honeſt 
Heart, : | 
Who knows how to manage a Plough and a Cart, 


Here's one for your Purpoſe, come take me and try; 


You'll ſay you ne'er met with a better nor I, 
Gee bo Dobbin, &C. 


CHORUS. 
Balance a Straw.) 


My Maſters and Miſtreſſes hither repair, 
What Servants you want you will find in our * ; 
5 | en 


1 43] 8 
Men and Maids fit for all Sorts of Stations there be; 
And as for the Wages, we ſhan'r diſagree, Pp 


SONG XXX. 
3 In the ſame, 
Sung by Mr. DyEx. 
(Sylvia wilt thou waſte thy Prime.) 
Hink my faireſt 8 
Danger ev'ry Moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away; 
Time that's ever on its Wings: 
Doubting, and Suſpence, at beſt, 
Lover's late Repentance coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize Occaſion e er tis loft, 


SONG XXXI. 
In the Same. 


Sung by Mr. Dyer and Miſs HALLANM. 
CAA if you Damaſk Roſe be fewert.) 
Et Rakes and Libertines refign'd, 
| Io ſenſual Pleaſures range; 
Here all the Sexes Charms I find, 
And ne'er can cool or change, 


[44] 
SHE. 
Let vain Coquets, and Prudes conceal, 
What moſt their Hearts deſire ; 


With Pride my Paſſion I reveal, 
Oh! may it ne'er expire. 


BOTH. 


The Sun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its Light, 
The Stars their Orbits leave: 

And fair Creation, ſink in Night, 
When I my Dear deceive. 


SONG XXXII. 
In the Same, 
Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, 
( Ts there a Charm ye Pow'rs above.) 


H! how ſhall I in Language weak, 
My ardent Paſſion tell; | 
Or form my falt'ring Tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel Word, farewell! 5 
Farewell but know tho” thus we part, 
My Thoughts can never ftray: 
Go where 1 will my conſtant Heart, 
Muſk with my Charmer ſtay. 


$0NG 
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SONG XXXIII. 
In the Same. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR Dp. 
{Ye Prigs aubo are troubled with Conſciencs's Oil, 1 
Ons! * hbour, ne'er bluſh for a Trifle 
e this. 
What Harm with a Fair one to toy and to kiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſt—a Truce with Grimace, 
Would do the fame Thing, were they i in the ſame 
Face; 
No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free; 
To ſovereign Beauty Mankind bend the Knee : 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe : 
We all ove a pretty Gul—under the Roſe. 


.SON G XXXIV. 


In the Same, 
Sung by Mr. DunsTALL, 
(Murdoch o Blaney. ) 


W As ever poor Fellow ſo plagu'd with a Vixen? 


Zawns! Madge don't provoke me, but 
| mind what I ſay; ' 
You've cheſe a wrong Parſon for playing 7 
Tricks on, I 
So pack up your Alls, and be wodging any; : 
| You'd better be quiet, 5 
And not breed a Riot; 


S'blood muſt] ſtand - eta with! you here all TY oY 
ve 


— 
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I've got other Matters to mind; 
Mayhap you may think me an Aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find : _ _ 
A fine Piece by the Maſs! 


/ 


SONG XXXV. 
In the Same. 
Sung by Miſs BxENr. | 
{Yainly new you ftrive to charm me.) 


\ Hen we ſee a Lover languiſh, 
And his Truth and Honour prove, 


Ah! how ſweet to heal his Anguiſh, 
And repay him Love for Love! 


SONG XXXVI 


Upon meeting the Duke of Roxborough's twe 
Siſters, with Lady Sophia Carteret, and Miſs 
Moſtyn in Weſtminſter Abbey. 

2 S Faſhion ever will prevail, 

I rang'd the Abbey's cloiſter'd Pale, 
Where low in Earth, the good and great 
Of Mortals ſhare one common Fate: 
What num'rous Piles were rais'd around 
To fee the Hopes of England crown'd ; 

; | Happy 


471 
Happy the People, bleſt the Land, 
Where George and Charlotte bear Command ! 


When, lo! four Beauties paſling by, 
With Wonder ſtruck my raviſh*d Eye; 
A Heathen would have bent the Knee 
To Pallas and the Graces three : | 
The blue-ey*d Goddeſs might be ſeen 
In Moſtyn's all-commanding Mien ; 
Where Beauty fat in Wiſdom arm'd, 

And aw'd the Gazer whom it charm'd. 
While Rox'brough's charming Siſters twain, 
Inſpiring Love's delicious Pain, | 
With Sophy, Granville's youngeſt born, 
Freſh bluſhing like a vernal Morn, 

Attract the wond”'ring Crowd to ſee 

The *Semblance of the Graces three, 
Happy the Youths, for whoſe bleſt Arms, 
Fate has ordain'd ſuch wond'rous Charms! 


8 © NG . XXEVIE 
MAY MORNING, 
AY Morning! ev'ry praiſe is Thine. 
1 All. Nature owns thy Pow'r benign. 
The choral Warblers of the Spring, 
To thee their Virgin Anthems ſing. 


To thee the Linnet ſwells his Note, 
To thee the Red breaſt trains his Throat 


bo: - 


And 
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And ev*ry Shrub, and ev'ry Tree 


Is full of Muſick, full of thee. 


The Lilly now exalts her Head, 
And humble Cowſlips gild the Mead. 
The Tulip ſmiles upon the Day, 


- Enamour'd of its Maiden Ray. 


The Vi'let ſpreads her Purple Breaſt, 
The Roſe puts on her Crimſon Veſt; 
But ev'ry Glendid Flow'r we ſee, 
May-Morning, owes its Charms to thee. 


Love enters now his golden Reign, 
And deals out Pleaſure mix'd with Pain 
The Shepherd feels the tender Flame, 
And longs for Joys he fears to name. 

The Nymph lifts up her ſwimming Eyes, 
And languiſhes, and pants and ſighs, 
She breathes the Softneſs of the Dove, 
And all her flutt ring Soul is love. 


Then come, my Fair, and let us prove 
The dear Delights of virtuous Love 
For Virtue dignifies the Mind, 5 
And makes the Paſſion more rehn'd. 
What boundleſs Rapture we ſhall taſte, 
When facred Hymen binds us fakt ! | 
Then Spring ſha!! make her conſtant ſtay, 
And ev'ry Mormog ſhall e May. 


« 


SONG 


149 J . 
SON G XXXVIT _- 
Fareavel to Lochaber, and farewel my Fenn } 
Arewel to my Paſſion: farewel to my Jean 
Farewel, ye ſweet Scenes, where ſo happy 
I've been ; : 
No wonder my Heart is with Grief running o'er, 
For I mutt ſee you, and my Jeany no more. | 
She was noble and fair, and kind without Art, 
She poſſeſs'd the ſoft Power of enſlaving the Heart; 
J lov'd her with Truth, and will ever repine, | 
Fond Fool that I was that I fancied her mine. 


O! place me kind Fate! near Ontario's Waves, 
Or the Banks which the beautiful Ohio laves, 
There unſeen and unknown let me ever deplore, 
That ſhe lov'd me ſo much, and yet lov'd me 
f no more, | 
If by the wild Tribes, I am ſought from afar, 

To direct them in Peace, or to lead them in War, 
For me they ſhall ſimple and ſavage remain, 
And free from Refinement, be free too from Pain, 


But behold from proud Gaul appears a kerce 
ny Band, | 

In a thouſand bold Prows they advance to the 

Strand ; a] | 

Now Wars dire Alarms through the whole Iſland 


runs, 


And the loud Voice of Freedom arouſes her Sons: 
a 


How 


* 


[50] 


Love. 


How welcome the Hour ſhall permit me to prove, 
The true Heart for Freedom's the Heart true to 


Then ſoon, O! ye Powers! may I reach the ſtill 


Shore, 


Where Paſſion and Jeany ſhall vex me no more 


S ON G XXXIX. 
COLLINETTA; 


A S Collinetta croſs'd the Plain, 

A Driving before her fleecy Train, 

To praze the verdant Mead; 

She chanting paſs'd the Time away, 

So ſweetly did ſhe grace each Lay, 
Her wanton Lambs gave Heed. 

Young Corydon, behind the Grove 

Guarded with Care his tender Drove, 
Near to a pratiling Stream; 

As on tie Bank he muſing lay, 

Pleas'd with the 'Franſports of the Day, 

O'erheard the Damſel's Theme. 


He ſtarted up, and with ſurprize; 

Fair Collinetta greets his Eyes, 
With Tranſport then he ran, 

And claſp'd the Fair about the Waiſt, 

A thouſand Times the Maid Embrac'd, 
Graſping her Lilly Hand. 


F 

« O Collinetta, quoth the Swain, 

« Ceaſe more to wander o'er the Plain, 
« With theſe your fleecy Care, 

„But in the Vale by yonder Grove, 

« Where fond Myrtillo ſung of Love, 

« Your Flock with mine ſhall fare.“ 


No, no, reply'd the bluſhing Fair, 
To yonder Cot I muſt repair, 
Or Damon pipes no more; 
«« Shouid I neglect my faithful Swain, 
„ He'd think his Collinetta's ſlain, 
And ſearch the Country o'er,” 
« How hard my Fate, the Ruftic ery'd f : 
How hard my. Fate the Plain reply'd, 
While mournful Fccho rung; 
„What mult my Collinetta go, 
„Then muſt I pine with endleſs Woe,” 
The mournſul Shepherd ſung. *' 


Thus Corydon ſhe left alone, 
While to the Groves he makes his Moan, 
She to her Damon flew ; 5 
He, on his Reed doth ſweetly play, 
While ſhe exalts her vocal Lay, 
Still endleſs Joys renew. 


E 2 | SONG 


— —- 
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SONG XL. 

By G. ROLLOS. 

F Polly's Charms, or Sally's Wit, 
Unenvy'd Bards attune your Lays, 


But for a while let theſe ſubmit, 
While I prefer my Jenny's Praiſe, 


\ 


Sure Jenny 1s the Queen of Love, 
Inſtead of her the Poets feign, 

Her Angel-Face and Beauty prove, 
She's born o'er all Mankind to reign, 


When Phcebus gilds the painted Mead, 
She too his genial Influence ſhares ; 
New Pleaſure and Delight we read, 
In that ſweet Smile my Jenny wears, 


At Noon unto the ſhady Grove, 
I hafte'to ſeek my charming Fair; 


With Jenny, pleas'd all Day I rove, 


And Home with her at Eve repair, 


While Nightingales delight to fing, 
And emulate my Jenny's Voice; 

While Vi'lets deck the blooming Spring, 

Or Lambkins in their Folds rejoice ; 


; el 
x „ 


255 1531 

80 long within my faithful Heart, 

' Dear jenny ſhall her Place maintain, 

UnrivalPd there her Pow'r aſſert, 
While other Beauties ſhine in vain, _ 


SONG XII, 
By the Same, 


Ow blith are the Lambkins that on the Plain 
| 1 
How joyful the Nightingales ſing ! 8 
How beauteous the Vi'let that decks the gay Mead, 
And with Fragrance enlivens the Spring! 
But Sally alone, like bright Phœbus can chear, 
And give Joy to her Swain, like his Beams to the 
Year. | 


"Tis her charming Influence gladdens the Scence, 
And diffuſes ſuch Pleaſure around ; | 
All Nature at Sight of my Dear is ſerene, 
And with Raptures my Heart doth abound : 
No longer in Sadneſs 1˙1I paſs the long Day, 
For Sally's dear Preſence drives Sorrow away. 


When in Autumn the Fall of the Leaves from the 
— | 
The Winter's Approach doth declare; 
The Proſpe& to others unwelcome—— can pleaſe, 
If bleſt with a Smile from my Fair: 
| L 3 | For 


| I 122 
For December's long Ev'nings PI! careful improve, 
In repeating to Sally the Raptures of Love. 


| O tell me, my Angel, —by what tender Name 


Shall a Lover thy Virtues expreſs ? 
What Words are invented to dictate the Flame, 
That I for my Charmer profeſs ? 
No Language, my Sally, but Truth withoue Art, 
Can re 5 my fond Paſſion - bear Witneſs my 
eart. 


SONG XLII. 
By the Same. 


A Lora! Goddeſs of the Spring, 
. Clad in verdant Robes appear 
With thy Preſence welcome in 
The Promiſe of the Infant Year. 


Diſſolve in Streams the Chryſtal Flood, 
In Winter's Icy Shackles bound, 

From nipping Froſt ſecure the Bud, 
With Nature's Pencil paint the Ground, 


Bring, propitious Deity, 

The Snow-drop foremoſt in thy Train; 
The gilded Crocus bring with thee, 

And bid the Seaſon ſmile again, 


Let 
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| Let each vernal Flow'r combine, 

The Cowſlip ſweet, and Primroſe gays” 
With theſe the Purple Vilet twine, - 

To crown Camilla Queen of May. 


Thus the lovely Fair array'd, 
With indu!gent Smiles mall prove, 
The Delights of Spring were made 
To fan the lambent nar”, ame of Love, 


SONG XLIII. 


The SPARROW and his Marz, 9 
VALENTINE's Day. 85 


An EPIDHALAMIU M. 
By the Same. 
(Har ve Home. ) 


; Ome let us agree, 
- Asjovaal to be, : 
As the War ers this Morn on the Spray ; 
No Cares to perplex us, 
No Troubles to vex us, 
Let innocent Mirth crown the Day ; 
For Hymen bids play, 
To keep Holiday, 


And celebrate Valentine s Day, | | 
720M: | The 


3 
The Sparrow ſnall prate, 
Love Songs to his Mate, 
As he ſkims by her Side to the Neſt; 
There by her cloſe ſeated, 
The Kiſs is repeated, 
To chear the dear Bird he loves beſt. 
Let's Hymen obey, 

And keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Valentine's Day. 


Like him may the Swain 
| His Wiſhes obtain, | 
When the Paſtime of Love ſhall begin; 
Like her may the Bride 
| (The coy Bluſh thrown aſide) 
His Affections continue to win! 
And when Hymen bids play, = 
His DiRates obey, 
In Remembrance of Valentine's Day. 


Their Offspring each Vear, 

=D Increas'd ſhall appear, 

And the Table receive a new Gueſt ; 

| But now it grows late, 

Let the Sparrow and Mate 

Be permitted to handſel their Neſt : | 
There, frolic and gay, 

Let em Hymen obey, 

And celebrate Yalentine's Day. 


L. 
SONG XLIV. 
Jen Invadir of my Soul. } 


Loom of Beauty, Pride of May, 

B Sprightly, charming, young and gay 3 
Come, bedeck'd in Love's Array, 
And thy Charms divine difplay, | 
In that ſweet enchanting Face, 
Heav'ns fair Image let me trace, | 
Sprung from more than mortal Race f _ 
Belle, Muſe, Virgin, Nymph, and Grace. 

Then, to taſte of Joys divine, 

And make Bliſs celeſtial mi ne; 

Let, dear Silvia, let me join, 

My tranſported Soul with thine. 


On that pure Expanſe of Snow, 
On thoſe Cheeks where Lillies blow, 
Where the Roſes blooming glow, 
1.ips, from whence does Nectar flow : 
On thoſe Eyes ſo killing bright, 
Flaſhes darting forth of Light, 
Let me feaſt my raviſh'd Sight, 
And enjoy ſupreme Delight. * 
Then, to tafte of Joys divine, 
And make Bliſs celeſtial mine, ; 
Let, dear Silvia, let me join: | 


My tranſported Soul with thine. 
2 „ 
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SONG XLV. 
By G. ROLLOS. 
7 Deareſt Daphne turn thine Eyes. 


Ear where the Silver Severn ſtrays, 

| And through the fertile Valley plays, 
here liv'd a Nymph for Beauty fam'd, 

And fair Florella was ſhe nam'd; 
Her Form improv'd by e'ery Charm, 
Did e'ery Swain with Love alarm; 
Gay Strephon's Heart ſhe did inſpire, 
And all his Soul confeſs'd the Fire. 


The neighb'ring Youths-beheld the Maid, 
To her their ardent Homage paid - 
But vain was ev'ry fond Attempt, 

Florella view'd them with Contempt : 

For, Strephon the fincerely lov'd, 

His gen'rous Paſſion ſhe approv'd, 

For him ſhe feſt her Boſom burn, 

And Love for Love ſhe did return. 


Now each with Envy and Diſdain, 
Regard Florella's fav'rite Swain; 
And allby Turns their Arts employ, 
His Heart-felt Wiſhes to deſtroy : 
But no Contrivance would prevail, 

She ſcorn'd to liſten to their Tale; 


No 
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No envious Rival could remove - 
The happy Strephon from her Love. 


To Strephon ſhe her Heart doth give, 
And in Return doth his receive ; 
With Raptures he enjoys the Fair, 
And ſhe's her darling Shepherd's Care; 
His ruth her Conſtancy requites; | 
While blif:ful Tranſports, fond Delights, 
And everlaſting Pleaſures prove, FT 
'The Joys that wait on mutual Love. 


SONG XIV.. 
Lovr and Wing, v.48 
By the Same. 


Briſt Nine makes us gay and tis Beauty leaat on} 


Y Bacchus and Cupid aſſiſted, we'll ſing 
The Charms of good Liquor and Love; 

We ll carouſe in ſoft Pleaſure, for Time's on the 

y Wing, | | | 
And the Wine ſhall our Sorrows remove. 
CHO FU S.: 

We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully 
_ ſmile, | | 

Whale Peggy and Claret the Minutes begins 


FS | 


Then take off the Glaſs in a Health to the Fair, 


And let it go merrily round : 
Let's deſpiſe e*ery Symptomof anx1ous dull Care, 
While with Tranſport and Mirth we abound. 


CHORUS. 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully 


ſmile, 


While Peggy and Claret the Minutes beguile. 
*Tis the generous Nymphand the ſparkling Cham. 


pagne, + . 
That afford us ſuch Bliſs and Delight; 
They enliven our Joys and expel e'ery Pain, 
And crown us with Bleflings all Night. 


CHORUS. 


Then jovial and gladſome we'll cheerfully ſmile, 
While Peggy and Claret the Minutes beguile. 


Then firſt with briſk Nectar we'll cheriſh the Heart, 
And drown all our Cares in the Bowl; 

Then to the kind Fair one our Wiſhes impart, 
And with Beauty repleniſh the Soul. 


CHORUS. 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully 


{mile, 


While Peggy and Claret the Minutes beguile. 
at FONG 


[ 6x ] 
SONG XLVIL- 


Wir and Beavrty, 
By the Same. 


(When Love and Youth cannot make Way.) 


HEN Wit and Beauty both conſpire 
To pierce the tender Heart, © 
Who can withſtand the pow'rful Fire, 
Or can repel the Dart? 


*Tis this a Conqueſt will obtain, 
When that ſhall ceaſe to be; 
But when by both beſieg'd in vain, 
We labour to be free. : 


The Swain by Venus? Pow'r diſmay'd, 
Can only be alarm'd ; | 

But when Minerva lends her Aid, 
He's totally diſarm'd. 


— 


SONG XLVIIL 
The WEDDING Dar. 
By the Same. 


7 FE ſprightly Nymphs, and jovial Swains, 
| That tend your Flocks upon your Plains, 


— 


To 
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To yonder Cottage haſte away, : 
And celebrate this happy Day. _ 


To Day the fair Clarinda deign'd 

To yield her kind conſenting Hand, 

To am'rous Colin of the Green, 

The blitheſt Youth that e'er was ſeen. 


Love join'd their mutual Hearts in one, 
And Hymen's Rites are now begun; 
With joyful Welcomes haſte away, 

And hail Clarinda's Wedding Day. 


Let ev'ry Lad chuſe out his Lafs, 
And lead her o'er the bended Grals; 
Then to the Cottage all repair, 

And kindly greet the happy Fair. 


The Bridal Sports ſhall then enſue, 
And ev'ry tender With renew; 
"Tranſporting Kiffes ſhall impart, 

A fond Delire to e'ery Heart. 


&? 


Each Nymph and Swain by Love infpir'd, 
„Shall be with. blifsful Raptures fir'd, 

:, And Mirth, and Joy, and Jollity, 
Shall crown Clarinda's Wedding Day. 


8 ON 
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8s ON G XLII. 
By the Same. 


(If Love's a fever Paſſion why does it torment. =—_ , 


IE Chloe's an Angel, why does ſhe torment ? 

If coquettiſh, O tell me, whence comes my 
Content? - 5 5 

When I gaze on her Beauty, why ſhould I com- 

-— plan, ©: | 7 

Or lament that ſhe's fair, when I know *tis in vain? 

'Fho* ſo graceful her Mien is, ſo ſcornful's her Air, 

That at once ſhe enthralls me with Love and De- 

ſpair. | | = 

I approach her reſpe&ful, and when we're alone, 


By my Aſpect dejected I make my Grief known; 


But, O, how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe appears, 


By ſome artful Defign to expel all my Fears : 
When diſguiſing her Scorn,the encreaſes my Flame, 
And fills me with Raptures too boundleſs to name. 


8.0 N G- bs 
By the Same. . 
HAT dear enchanting Charms adorn 
My lovely, lovely, lovely Polly! 
The Fragrance of the roſy Morn 
Blooms in my lovely Polly. 


ö 


„ 
The feather'd Songſters of the Grove 
All tune their Notes for lovely Polly; 
And warble forth their Son of Love, 
To pleaſe my charming Polly, * 


Of all the Village-Nymphs, there's none 
Can equal lovely beauteous Polly ; 
Her killing Air my Heart has won, 
And now I ſigh for Polly. 


For her a flow'ry Wreath Þ'l} twine, 
And then preſent it to my Polly, 
In whom a thouſand Graces ſhine, 
My lovely charming Polly. 


SONG II. 
By the Same. 
{Stern Winter has left us the Trees are in bl:om.) 


HO? Winter's rude Proſpect begins to draw - 
; near, 55 | 
And Flora's gay Beauties will ſoon diſappear, 
While Delia is with me how charming's the Scene! 
The Fields and the Meadows ſeem cover'd with 
| Green. | 


The Charms of my Delia will never decay; 
And when ſhe is preſent December is May: _ : 
, | : . 9 


(651. A , 
"Tho? the -_ of bright Phæbus awkiile may de- 
| celine, 
Her Toes ſhall ſupply- hem and like them malt 
Ihe. © . 
The Groves: Which Vith Nightingales us'd to : 
| reſound, 
Shall now all re-eccho a more pleaſ ing ſoundd; 
Her Voice, which ſurpaſſes the Nightingale's Song. 
Shall charm me with Melody ali the Day long. 


Her Charms ſhall afford me what Nature denies, - 
And each Time I ſee her new Joys will ariſe ; ' 5 
In her Abſence alone I dejected appear. 
For bleſt her Prefence 'tis May all The Year, 
$0NG II. 2 
C O LIN of the DLE. 


By the Same. 


W HEN Love appear'd in Damon' 5 Form, 
The Shepherd deck'd with e'try Wes: 
Endeavour'd to prevail: 
He ſigh'd, he vow'd eternal Truth, 7; 
I pit ”d, while J ſcorn'd the Youth, 
or Colin of the Dale. 
Strephon for ſprightly Wit renown'd, 
Wou'd fain * his Wiſhes crown'd, 
BY bt ning to his T 23 85 


But, 


5 [66] 
But, O! what Swain could e'er invite, 
Or give a Nymph like me Delight, 
But Colin of the Dale! 


Young Roger came the other Day, 
And almoſt led my Thoughts aſtray; 

For, oh! no Tongue can tell, 
With how much Skill, with how much Art, 
He try'd to win my conſtant Heart, 

From Colin of the Dale. 


At ev'ry Paſtime, Wake, or Sport, 5 
Where 2 am'rous Swains reſort, 
Their Laſſes to regale; 
Tho' all addreſs their Vows to me, 
To all I ever deaf will be, 
But Colin of the Dale. 


With him-thro' flow'ry Meads I'll rove, 
Or in the filent ſhady Grove, 

Where Pleaſures never fail: 

Then to the Cottage PI repair, 

And endleſs Joys for ever ſhare, 

wan Com of the Dale, 


_ SONG 


TOY 
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SONG III. 
By the Same. 
{How gentle was my Damon's Air). 
REC. HFT. AKTIE. 


Eneath a ſpreading Poplar's Shade, 
B The charming Ariadne lay'd ; 
er Eyes were bath'd in pearly Tears, 
Her beauteous Form dej ect appears, | 
And thus the Nymph in melting Strains, 
Her Sorrow vents, and thus complains :_ 


| AIR. 
{On every Hill in every Grove. } 
Farewel, ye happy Hours, farewel ! 
Wherein, ah, hapleſs Tale to tell! | 
The Flocks beneath a Shepherd's Care 
In fertile Paſture graz'd, and there 
In gladſome Bounds fecurely play'd, 
And on the tufted Rexbage fed. 


Colin will them no longer tend, 
And Innocence like theirs defend ; 
He now regardleſs ſees them roam, 
Forlorn they wander far from Home, 
Their Paſtor's fled and all the Day 
By him forſook the Lambkins ſtray. 
2 FS; 


} 


Bot, 


1 689 
ut, O! the Cauſe that Colin roves, 
From flow'ry Plains and ſhady Groves, 
Is that the Se and Flow'rs declare, 
Unhappy Ariadne's there: | 
He fears to be reproach'd by me, 
For broken Vows and Perfidy. 


How often did he ſwear the Roſe, 


Should Joſe the Fragrance it beſtows, 


That Stars ſhould firſt forſake the Sky, 
The feather'd Tribe forget to fly, | 
All Nature change, whene'er he prov'd 
Inconſtant to the Nymph he lov'd ! 


No longer then, thou damaſk. Roſe, 
Thy wonted fragrant Sweets diſcloſe ; 
Ye Planets from your Orbs deſcend ; 


e Birds your Pinions ne'er extend; 


Let Nature from her Purpoſe turn; 
For Colin hath himſelf forſworn. 


SONG MV. 


By the Same. 
| ( 4 Swain ador nd with ebery Art.) 
A 'Nymph endu'd with e'ery Charm, 


The moſt obdurate Heart to warm, 


= 
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Was once my darling Care: 
The blooming Pink, and damaſk Roſe, _ 
That ſweeteſt. in the Garden grows, 

Were Emblems of the Fair. 


In melting Strains, with Voice divine, 
She ſung—the Birds in Concert join; 
But none ſo ſweet to me : ” hp 
Nor Nightingale, nor Linnet's Song, 
Nor all the warbling feather'd Throngs 
Could yield ſuch Harmony. | 


But fince to Death an early Prey, 
The lovely Maid is ſnatch'd away, 
Whom I in vain deplore; 5 
Thoſe Beauties that adorn'd her Face, 


That Mind which beam'd celeſtial Grace, 


Shall charm, alas! no more. 
SONG LV. 


A aid me while I ſing, 
Infpire th' imperie& Lay; 
Give me to touch the trembling String, 
On this auſpicious Day. 
May Peace. her fruitful Olive ſpread, 
To bleſs this happy Land ; Le 
And ev'ry Science raiſe her Head, 
At George's great Command. 
E 3 


— 


5 70 =; 
Here ſacred Freedom fix thy Seat, EW: 
Let Britain rule the Seas: 
And diſtant Times with Pride repeat 
The Happineſs of theſe, 


SONG LVI. 
The AmopRs of the Cars. 
A BurLrEesQUvE-ODE, 
By G. ROLLOS. 
: R ECETATPTIYS N 
| WAS Dead of Night, when, as Hiftorians 


| ſay, 
The Sifters Weird Sale Hecate's Call obey ; 
When on the Chimney, or along the Wall, 
The furry Tribe are heard to catterwaul ; 
Tybert, the largelt of Grimalkin's Race, 
In Cloacina's Temple * took his Place, 
Where well he knew fair Mopſy did reſort, _ 
To whom he long in vain had paid his Court ; 
There while he purr'd - tho? underſtood by few, 
Except to ſuch as well Cat Language knew, 
He yell'd, in hideous catterwauling Strains, 
His diſmal Moan—which thus the Muſe explains: 
* Cloacina was the Goddeſs who prefided over the com- 
- mon Sewers, whence the Definition. of Cloacina's Temple 


bere- mentioned, we take to be the neceſſary-Houſe, 
| L SCRI18LERTNS, 


AIR, 
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( Deſpairing be/ide a clear Stream. 
O Mopfy, for whom e'ery Night, 

I-fit here and wait all alone, 
Forſake not your poor Tybert quite, 

But lend a kind Ear to his Moan ; 
And while thro' the Gutters you range, 

Or over the Houſe-tops you ſtray, 
Say, is it, ah! is it not ſtrange, 
That you never will crawl down this Way # 


To pleaſe a young Kitling like you, 
© what ſhall a tabby Cat ſay ? 

Is it Blacky alone can ſubdue, 
The Lilly-white Mopſy I pray ? 

For you I neglet my Employ : 
Of catching the Mice in the Barn; 

Unheeded the Grain they deſtroy, 

Regardleſs they eat up the Corn. 


As once we ſo lovingly ſat, 2 
And together we watch'd all the Day, 
If it chanc'd that I kill'd a great Rat, 
My Mopſy had ſhare of the Prey 
But now I diſconſolate mew, 
And make the Hou ring with my Yell, 
No Mopſy will anſwer me now; 
So, hard-hearted Mopſy farewel ! Fey 
ad; | F 4 RE CT 


And her Deliv'rer thus procee 
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Fel; T4 Y £o.. 


He ſaid--when, lo! the Temple's Summit ſhakes; 
And now, with panic Terror ſtruck —he quakes : 
His briſtled Back confeſs'd poor Tybert ſcar'd, 


When the Tiles rattling o'er his Head he heard, 


And thro? the unroof'd Dome he Mopſy ſaw, 


With a huge Boar-cat fighting—claw for claw : 


Now te his Miſtreſs? Succour ftrait he tries, 
And darts his Talons in his Rival's Eyes. 
Who fled—thus vanquiſh'd by the Chance of War, 
And left behind rich Spoils of ſcatter'd Fur: 
The reſcu'd Female joyful wags her Tail, 

Ts to hail: 


(No Nymph that trips the verdant Plain.) 


No more ſhall brave Pybert complain 
Of Mopſy's Cruelty ; 

Since he 5 Plato's fierce Attacks, 
At length has ſet me free : 

In Honour of this great Event, 
Shall Cats and Kitlings all, 

Within this ſtately Temple make, 
One glorious Catterwaul, 


Then 


1731 

Then, to the Goddeſs of this Place, 
Each Night we'll ſacrifice, 

And make the vaulty Roof reſound 
With our harmonious Cries ; 

For her the Firſtlings of our Love, 
That meet the wat'ry Doom, 

Shall with theſe Odours intermix, 
And riſe one rich Perfume, 


* 


The reſt who happily eſcape 
The cruel Caticide * 
A gilded Collar ſhall adorn, 
And Silver-bell beſide ;- | 
Then Jet the Cat-call's tuneful Sound, 
Our nuptial Rites proclaim ! ; 
While Bards in loftieſt Strains ſhall ſing, 
Of Tib and Mopſy's Fame, 


SONG LVII. 
The Lover's COMPLAINT, 


HE fatal Time too ſoon arriv'd, | 
That ſnatch'd thee from my Sight; 
Farewel, my Dear, my only Pride, 
Fond Object of Delight} 


® Caticide—This Term. (according to Mr. Bailey, the 
inzenious Author ef the Engliſh Dictionary) implies a 
ſtroyer of Cats, likewiſe the Action of Cat-killing. >. 
. | Florella 


Florella waſted far away, 
Throughout the Night Pll mourn, 
And ſpend the long-liv'd tedious Day 
In wiſh for thy Mew. = | 


= As Fancy paints the mimic Scene, 
=. Thy Footſteps PH purſue, 
 'Thro' ſhady Bow'rs, where lively Green 
Diſplays its ſhining Hue : | 
Or wandring thro? the lonely Grove, 
With anxious Thoughts I burn: 
Then ſeek in vain my diſtant Love, 
And wiſh for thy Return. 


In vain to ſooth the tedious Hour, 
To Meadows I repair, \ 
Depriv'd of thee, I ſhun the Bow'r, 
So lov'd when thou wert there: 
Time flowly flies, opprefs'd with Grief; 
Thy Loſs inur'd to mourn, 
In vain I ftrive to find Relief; 
And wiſh for thy Return. 


Along ſome ſolitary Shore 
Thy Abſence Pl! bewail, | 
And ſharp unpitying Winds implore 
To ſpread the diſmal Tale. 3 
When Ev'ning drops the Veil of Night, 
I then begin to mourn, 
Lament in vain thy haſty Flight, 
And wiſh for thy Return. 


171 


Oft by ſome Fountain's Current pure, 
Florella us'd to ſtand; | 
There made the Vows: and Tokens fare 
Of Love's inviting Band : 
Then dawn'd my Hopes, of thee Pe 
I know not how to mourn; SY 
Nor with thy heav'nly Preſence bleſt, 1 
To with for thy Return. 


Think then what ſoft tormenting Pain 
Thy poor Fidelio. proves, 
Who bake and wiſhes, but in vain, 
And yet unſhaken loves: | 
Oh! let thy Promiſe prove lmcere,. 
He'll ſoon forget to mourn : . 
If thou wilt liſten to his Pray'r, 
And haſten thy Return. 


Songs in the Pantomine Entertainment, called The 
Witches; ; or Harl Cherokee. * 


ny. 


s ON G LVIII. 


INVOCATION... > 
Sung by Mr. Vexnox in the Character of the pr 
WiTcn. 


Sur of the murky Night! a 
Now while mutt'ring Thunders grumble, 


Roaring Winds in Ecchoes rumble, 
| From 


| ERS... 
From Dens, from Rocks, from dreary Caves, 


From vap'ry Fens, and rocking Graves, . 
Come away! come away ! come away ! 


24 Witch. RO M the Bed of reſtleſs Care, 
| Where the Miſers Rags are laid; 
3d Witch. From the Couch of black . 
Ling'ring o'er the Murd*rer's Head; 
4th Fitch. From the Gibbet on the Heath, 
From the fatteſt Spoils of Death; 
Sth Witch. From Horrors ever buſy Games, 
From Earthquakes, Plagues, and Towns 
. in Flames. DP 42 
zd Witch, Behold, obedient to thy Call, 
Im here —— - 
3d Witch, —— And I; 
4th Witch, —— And 1; 
All, — And all. 


Cuorvys of WiTcurs. 


Tell us, tell us, why together, 
Thus we're called in ſtormy Weather! 
Give us, give us, now combin'd, 


Miſchief fit to plague Mankind. 


—— 
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| $0 Noir 
By the 1. Witch, [pointing to the Cauldron. 
I the Womb of Witchcraft harming 


Where we faſhion _ 
Our Creation; | 
Fancy's Apes to Phantoms turning, 
Haſte and throw th' Ingredients in 
That form the motley Harlequin. 


SONG LXI. 
By the Same. | 
_ While the Ingredients are throwing in. 


HILE the Mixtures thus are warming, ; 
While the mighty Creature's rows oi 
Stir the Cauldron round and round, 
And ſport and dance, and friſk and bound, * 
Nimbly o'er the hollow Ground. — + 


RECITATIVE. 
By the Same, 


'On Harlequin s coming out of dba Cauldron, 


Ceaſe; Sifters ceaſe, our Toil ſuffices, 


See the glorious Creature riſes | „ 


1781 
SONG LXIL. 
By the Same. 
Adurgſiid to Harlequin. 


APPY Phantom, form'd for Pleaſure! 
Far above the Reach of Senſe! 
rip thy gay, fantaſtic Meaſure, 
And thy. magic Pow'r diſpenſe !_ 
All thy Life be Sport and Play ! 
Summer, Sunſhine, Holiday. 
| Cxorvs, All thy Life, S.. 


O'er the Face of Nature ranging, 
Try the City, try the Grove ; 
Ever taſting, ever changing, 
Revel in the Sweets of Love! 
All thy Life be Sport and Play, 
Summer, Sunſhine, Holiday. 
Cnoxus. All thy Life, &&c. 


SONG LXIII. 
RERECITATIVE. 
By the Same, to Harlequin, 


= HILD of my Art! my fav'rite Boy! 
= 4 I yield thee to a World of Joy! 1 
| _ n 


n » 0 . 
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And ſee, the happy Moments call! 
Releaſe a Fair from Marriage-thrall : 
Set Wit and Fancy on the Stretch, 
And reſcue Beauty from that Wretch. 


SONG LXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Youns, 
In the ſame Entertainment. 


OME, away with your Care! 
| Do not ſtagger and ſtare, 
But hear my Advice, thou old Miſer ; 
Since ſhe's gone, let her go, 
Or you'll multiply Woe, ul 
And ne'er be a Penny the wiſer. 
And thou Fool, who haſt fold 
Thy poor Daughter for Gold, 
Of natural 'Comforts to wrong her ; 
Quick repent of what's done, 
Or the Horns of thy Son, 
Each Day ſhall grow longer and longer, 


SONG LXV. 


HEN I was young and handſome too, | | 
A thouſand Schemes my Mind employ'd s | 
Marriage the Point I had in View, | | 
Wich Pleaſures never to be cloy'd; : : | 
9 1 4 — 7 
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Zut now Pve chang' d that love-ſick Strain, 
Taught, hapleſs, in my Turn to prove, 
Virginity is Venus“ Reign, | 
Marriage is the Tomb of Love. 
Young Strephon his fond Suit addreſs'd, 
Wich ſoothing Words and humble Air, 
No Nymph like me was ſo careſs'd, : 

No Nymph on Zarth was half ſo fair; 

But link'd in Hymen's dreaded Chain, 

His alter'd Actions fully prove, 
Virginity is Venus“ Reign, 
Marriage is the Tomb of Love. 

Each Morn my Head with Chaplets crown'd, - 

Obſequious would the Youth bedeck, 
Or elſe with gandy Fillets bound, 

Would fondly grace my ſnowy Neck; 
Chaplets nor Lillies now remain, | 
Nor fond endearing Words to move: 

Virginity is Venus' Reign, 

Marriage is the Tomb of Love. 

A Maid, not Beauty's Queen ſo fair! 
A Wife, has neither Grace or Charms! 
But does my Glaſs the Truth declare, 
_ I'm worthy ſtill a Lover's Arms. 
Cuſtoms alike in all remain, 1 
Country and Courts this Maxim prove, 
__ "Virginity is Venus? Reign, 
Marriage is the Tomb of Love. 


SONG 


811 
$ON G LXVI. 
By G. ROLL OS. 


Vain is &ery fund Endeavour.) 


Aſte away, thou tardy Lover; 
Abſence fills me with Alarins: 
Ceaſe, O Ceaſe to be a Rover, 
Fix thy Dwelling in my Arms. 


Bid adieu to lawleſs Pleaſure ; 
And if Love be worth your Care, 

Come and taſte an endleſs Treaſure, 
You ſhali find a Welcome here. 


. Guilt, the vicious Heart confounding, 
Meets from Fools alone Regard , 

Virtue with true Joy aboundiug, 
Proves the Lover's beſt Reward. 


Bid adieu to lawleſs Pleaſure ; 
And if Love be worth your Care, 
Come and taſte an endleſs Treaſure, 
You ſhall find a Welcome here. 


SONG LXVI.. 
The Cu- BOARD Lover. 


Icky Ilove, and Pm fond of the Name, 
Tho' he courts another deſpiſing my Fame: 
G of 


1 

To pull ker Coif for her I'll not be afraid, 

Since Tam neglected for ſuch a poor Jade: 
1a have her to know, 


Tho? in Tatters I go, 
J have Money to ſhew, which ſhe han! t I'm afraid. 


The Tit Bits I ſav'd him, both Pudding and Pye, 
Which he in a Corner would aſk for fo ſly, 
J gave 'em him then, to be conſtant he ſwore z 
O had he been ſo he'd have had ten Times more: 
But now will cat 
. Ail the good Things [ get, 
Tho' Pm choak'd, not a Bit ſhall he have to devour, 


Then with his Maux to Pot Allen's he goes, 
And there he fits drinking and ſmoaking his Noſe, 
With Gin and Tobacco his Doxy does treat, 

And Hot-Port ſo coſtly, and Kiſſes ſo ſweet ; 
As late in the Night, 
I ent out of Spight, 
To view their Delight, I their Joys did defeat. 


1 2 
' . —̃ 
* 


For as they went home Dick look'd back and 
turn'd pale, 
And his Deareſt to hold by the Hand did not fail, 
For fear fhe ſtiould fall; and [ {wear by this! Light, 
They both tumbled into the Cart-Rut outright : : 
I ſaw them there wallow, 
Then gave them a hallo, 


rot they could not follow, ſo I bid em good Night, 
SONG 
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[83] 
8 ON G IXVII. 


In Anjawer to the foregoing. 


Olly, thy Rhimes have rekindled my Flame, 

M And I burn like freſh Tinder at hearing thy 
Name, ; 
Thy Eyes are as bright as our Candles by Night, 
Nes clipt K. the Snuffers to burn with more 
Li 

No Nanny thall take me, 
I ne'er will forſake ye, 


If a Pudding you'll make me, my deareſt | Delight. : 


The Pot it is boiling, old Miſt reſs not here 
And there lies the Cellar-k ey fetch me ſome Beer: 
Ho ſweet is thy Face when a Smile is thereon ! _ 
But thou art flow-footed—why art thou not gone? 

FI mingle the Flour, 
But don't ſtay an Hour, . 
N ay prithee don't lour III kiſs thee anon. 


How ſwectarethy Lips! how charming thy Eye! 
I'll drink up my Liquor, for Sorrow is dry; 
Thy Hand is much ſofter than Velvet or Pluſh, 
As if it had never known Mop, Broom or Bruſh : 5 
My Deareſt, believe me, 
I -_ *er will d ire thee, 
And rather than leave thee, we'll wed with a Ruſh, 
G 2 But 


_ [84] 
But if a Gold Ring I by Chance can procure, 
O that, my dear Molly, will make the Work ſure ; 
For a Ruſh is too tender and apt to be broke, 
Then how ſillily we at each other ſhould look! 
Our Nancy would jeer us, 
 Whene'er ſhe comes near us, 
Nay, I vow Iam ſerious in what I have ſpoke. 


For to Morrow we'll go to our good Doctor 
White, | 

And I ſwear by this Mug he ſhall do us both right ; 

We'll fend Nan a Willow-—a very good Joke! 

Come, here is a Sixpence, 2 let it be broke ; ö 

Now you know my Meaning, 

Away to your eleaning, 


For I'd not be ſeen in —_ Place by our Folk, 


SONG LXIX. 


8 WEE T are the Charms of loving, 
Now my Sylvia's in her Prime! 
She my Suit approving, 
Binds me to adore her Shrine ; 
Pleas'd to obey, 
I make no Delay, 
Love-over rules with an abſolute Sway, 
Chorus, Sweet are the Charms of loving, 
Now my Sylvia's in her Prime! 


Phillis 


[ 85 ] 

Phillis has Charms, I own it, 

Such as preſide o'er Youth or Age; 
Sweetly ſhe tunes a Sonnet, 

Has Power each am'rous Heart to engage : 

Seize on the Prize, 

Love's in her Eyes, 

Attack her with Honour and free from Diſguiſe. 


Chorus, Phillis has Charms I own it, 
Such as preſide o'er Youth or Age. 


Chloe, be kind and willing, 
Prith'ee Girl make better Uſe of your Time! 
Forty forbids your killing, 
Why thus in Sighs d'ye waſte your Prime ? 
Be no more coy, 
| Smile on the Boy, 
Grant him the Bleſſing he longs to enjoy. 


Chorus. Chloe, be kind and willing, 
Prith'ee Girl make better Uſe of your Time. 


Sweet, tho' inconſtant Phœbe, 
Level thoſe Wrinkles in your Brows; 
In ſuch a Caſe as we be, 
Who can refuſe th? appointed Spouſe ? 
| Marriage you'll find, 
Tho' it faſt bind, 
Proves a Relief to th incontinent Mind. 


Gherus, Sweet, tho? inconſtant Phœbe, 
Level thoſe Wrinkles in your Browse. 


G 3 Dear - 


| . 
Dear Sachariſſa, your Servant! 
Why ſo dejected and full of Care? 
Damon's a Swain ſo fervent, 
Surely your Hopes may evade Deſpair : 
If he's ingrate, 
Shew him your Hate; 
Villains in Love ſhould have Murderers Fate. 


Chorus, Dear Sachariſſa, your Servant! 
Why ſo dejected and full of Care ? 


© NG 1IXK, 
| By G. ROLLOS. | 
(What Med cine can ſoften the Bojom's keen Smart.) 


wp HAT Means ſhall a hapleſs young Shep- 
herd purſue, | 
To ſhake off the Shackles of Love ? 
What Arts can he practice the Nymph to ſubdue, 
That ſo ſcornſul as Daphne does prove ? 


To chaſe the Idea of her from my Breaſt, 
How vainly each Paſtime I ſeek ! 

When Phillis is ſinging, I wiſh to be bleſt, 

To hear my dear Daphne but ſpeak. 

While 1 pale Beams ſhall reflect their wan 

ight, | | | 

On the Rivulet's Chryſtalline Stream, 

Or while Sol's brighter Luſtre the Meadow's de- 

light, | 

Shall Daphne alone be my Theme, A 


[87 ] 
A Garland of Cypreſs and Yew interweave, 
Ve Shepherds that pity my Smart! : 
For here firſt coy Daphne did Strephon deceive, 
Here Strephon firſt loſt his poor Heart. 


SONG IXXI. 
Sung by Mr. DunsTALL, 


In Lovz in a VILLAGE. 
St. Parrick*s Day in the Morning. 9 


Plague o' theſe Wenches, they make ſuch a 
1 | 
When once they have let'n a Man have his Will; 

They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his Carriage : 
What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne*er fo Pay, 2 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on: wy 
You cannot periwade *em : _ wy 
Till Promiſe you've made em, 2 
And after they've got it, 7 
They tell you——add rot it! 2 


Their Character's blaſted, they're ruin” „ undone: vj 
KEE: 3 


And then to be ſure, Sir 


N 2 
% * 


There is but one Cure, Sir, 
And all the Diſcourſe is of Marriage. 
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[88] 
SONG IXXII. 


KITTY CLARE. 
By G. ROLLOS. 
(When Fanny blooming fair.) 


ET other Bards inſpir'd, 
© Their utmoſt Skill employ ; 
By Dido's Beauties fir'd, 
Or Helen —— Pride of Troy: 
On more exalted Wing, 
My Muſe ſhall mount in Air, 
The brighter Charms to ſing, 
Of lovely Kitty Clare. 


e 


Would you the Sweets exhale 
That bleſt Arabia yields, 
Or breath the Spicy Gale 
Of ſweet Amboyna's Fields, 
Would you Ambroſia ſip, 
With Reverence repair, 
And kiſs the ſweeter Lip, 
Of deareſt Kitty Clare. 


Her blooming Cheek out-vies 
The Roſe's lively Glow; 

The Tulip's varied Dyes 

Far leſs reſplendent ſhew ! 


1 = ? A CLONE T-Y7'id4, a4... Ea AO = 
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The Lilly's cleareſt White 
Would ſuffer in Compare, 


And ſeem not half ſo bright, 
As beauteous Kitty Clare. 


Should you ye Gods conceal 
My Kitty in the Skies, 
Too glorious to reveal 

To any mortal Eyes ; 

I'd think the Theft no Crime, 
But like Prometheus dare, 
Jove's ſtarry Throne to climb, 
And ſteal my Kitty Clare. 


Or if the envious Fates | 
The beauteous Maid had bound, 
With Phlegethon and Styx, 
And Cocytus around ; 
Their Banks I would explore, 
Like Orpheus void of Fear, 
And make the Fates reſtore 
My charming Kitty Clare. 


What tho? no mighty Hoard 
My ſcanty Coffers boaſt, 
I'd envy not the Lord 
Of Afric's golden Coaſt ; 
Let Fortune others grant | 
Their thouſand Pounds a Year, 
Pd no ſuch Treaſures want, 


Poſſeſs d of Kitty Clare, 


F RIA ANCE BEA 
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901 
Or would the Goddeſs make 

The ſpacious Globe my own, 
To bribe me to forſake, 

The Nymph I love alone: 
The Gift I would refuſe, 

An humble Cot prefer, 
Contented there I'd chuſe, 

To live with Kitty Clare. 


SONG LXXII. 
By the Same. 
(The Laſs of Paity's Mill.) 
EE, beauteous Daphne, ſee, 
The Sun with purer Light 
New-gilds the Hawthorn-Tree, 
And makes the Proſpect bright; 
He ſheds refulgent Rays 
On e'ery Chryſtal Stream; 
The Birds in chearful Lays 
Rejoice beneath his Beam. 


The Storms of Winter rude, 
Give Place to gentler Gales ; 
The Flow'rs to Life renew'd, 
Bedeck the ſmiling Vales: 
The Cyprian Queen of Love, 
Reſumes her welcome Reign, 
Throughout the peaceful Grove, 
And o'er the verdant Plain. 


Adorn'd 


191) 

Adorn'd in all thy Charms, 

Celeſtial Nymph ! appear; 
And in my longing Arms, 

Let me enfold my Dear: 
So ſhall within my Breaſt, 

Perpetual Pleaſures ſpring, 
And I, for ever bleſt, 

Of Love and Daphne ſing. 


SONG LXXTYV. 
COLIN and PHOBE., bi 
A PasTORAL BALLAD. 9 


By the Same. 5 


HERE the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Cowſlips adorn the gay Green, 
And the Roſes refreſh'd by the Show'r, 2 

Contribute to brighten the Scene, 
In a Cottage Retirement there lives 
Young Colin and Phebe the fair; 
The Bleſſings each other receives, 8. F 
In mutual Enjoyment they ſhare : 1 
And the Lads and the Lafſes that dwell on the Plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phœbe and Colin her 9 
e e 


* This Song and the next, tho' incorrectly inſerted in ſome 
late Collections, are here reprinted at the particular Requeſt 


of a Friend of the Author's, 


[ 92 ] | 
The Sweets of Contentment ſupply 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride: 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, - 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride : 
He wiſhes no greater Delight, 
Than to tend on the Lambkins by Day; 
And return to his Phebe at Night, 
His innocent Poll to repay. 
And the Lads tell the L-fſes, in Hopes to prevail, 
' They're as conſtant as Colin that lives in the Dale. 


If her Lover delighted appears, 
The Fair-one partakes of his Bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſooths all his Cares, 
And heals ev'ry Pain with a Kiſs : 
She deſpiſes the artful Deceit 
That is practis'd in City and Court; | 
And thinks Happineſs no-where compleat, 
But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort : 
And the Lads tell the Lues they die in Deſpair, 
Unle/s they're as kind as is Phœbe the fair, 


Ve Swains who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent Fair-one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in Love, 
The Dictates of Honour obey : 


93S: - = 
Ye Nymphs who with Beauty are bleſt, 

With Virtue improve e'ery Grace 
For the Charms of the Mind when poſſeſt, 

Will dignify thoſe of the Face. Fes 
And ye Lads and ye Laſſes whom Hymen ** 845 
Like Colin be conſtant, like Phoebe behind. = 


S O'N G ILIX XV. 
The Ros and the LauREL. 
By the Same, 


(Wouldſt thou all the Foys receive. 7 


HLOE, in your Mirror view, 
As you daily us'd to do; 

Th' Image of that lovely Face, 

Deck'd with each becoming Grace, 


Then, my Chloe, ſtrait repair 
To the Garden thence, my Dear, 
Bring the damaſk Roſe away, 

That flouriſh'd there but Yeſterday. 


Seek the Buſh on which it grew, 
Enliven'd by the Morning-Dew ; 
The fragrant Flow'r, alas ! is ſhed, 
Scatter'd all its Leaves and dead. 


But, behold the Laurel there, 
Unhurt by Time, ſtill freſh and fair; 


Ever 


— — 


Like the Roſe wil 


Ever verdant fee it thrive, 
And the Wantry Blaſts ſurvive. 


So, mv Chloe, ſhalt thou ſee, 
It will with thy ny be ; 
That Bloom on 't Cheek, dear Maid, 
[ quickly fade. 


But innate Senſe and Modeſty, 
Like the Laurel never die ; 
Theſe, my Chloe, then 1 improve, 
For Virtue 1s the Source of Love, 


SONG LXXVI. 
The RoyAL VoluxrTrEERS. 
Written by an Officer in that Corps. 


{Britiſh Grenadiers.) 


Q OME talk of antient Heroes, and ſome of 
Grenadiers, 

Lit Lads to preſent Story, and. le nd awhile your 
Ears; 

Attend a Brother- Soldier, whilſt fairly he compares 

The Sons of antient Wonder to the Royal Volun- 
teers, 


The Grecian's Hide was Iron, except his Wor- 
ſhip's Heel, 

And all thoſe ruſty Heroes were ſafely cas*d in Stee : 

| ut 


99 
But we, brave Boys, without it, would make 


thoſe Heroes ſtare, 
Achilles' Self would enter a Royal Volunteer. 


Tho' nothing great in Stature in us vou can 8 


deſcry, 
The Souls we have within us beat more than aK 
Feet high; 


So Britain, Vier may lay aſide her Fears, 
hen enliſted i in the Royal Vol un- 


We're Giants 
teers. 


Nor want we Boys among us to throw the Hand 
Grenade, 
To overturn a Frenchman, or ſtorm a Palliſade: 
Behold thoſe Sons of Thunder! their Caps of Fur 
appear; 
With the Tow row row row row row row of the 
Royal Volunteer. 


We boaſt of no Immortals deſcending from on 

high, 

Or Banden tet 've received from Daughters of the 
Sk 

Our Girls ty taſte of Raptures more ſolid than 
the Spheres, 

When fairly kiſe'd and pr by the n Vo- 
lunteers, 


4 
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In us behold, united, each Nation's happy Son, 
The Scots, the Welch, the Iriſh, the Engliſh all 
are one: e 1 
No Faction or Diſunion dare venture to appear, 
In the Tow row row row row row row of the 
Royal Volunteer. „ 
No fabled God's Protection we aſk, or can we 
boaſt. : | 
Great George himſelf approves us, and him who 
5 rules the Roaſt; : | 
Nor dread we e'er his Tow row to thunder in our 
. Ears, 
Obedience binds the Valour of the Royal Volun- 
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SONG LXXVII. 
( Fove when he Jaw my F anny's F ace.) 


N filent Extaſy I gaze, 
On Flavia's Face and Air, 
Whilſt to my Heart, each Look conveys 
Both Pleaſure and Deſpair. 
For where ſo many Charms unite, 
The Object ſure muſt fill, 
A tender Breaſt with keen Delight, 
"Yet that Delight may kill. 


* 
3 * 


| - EF 
Too true, alas — ſuch Beauty's Power, 
Well pleas'd we wear the Chain; 
But if the Fair's unkind, we're ſure, 
To die with Grief and Pain. 
This, Flavia, is my hapleſs Caſe: 
Thy Charms attract my Eyes; 
Yet if thy Rigour does not ceaſe, 
Alas ! poor Strephon dies. 


s ON G LxXXVIIL. 


DL OVE'S in Truth a mighty Bleſſing, 
When the Fair one we're poſſeſſing, 
But tormenting is the Pain, 

When the proud one ſcorns the Swain. 


What at firſt was meant to bleſs us, 
By fond Fools, does but diſtreſs us, 
To ſigh and fob, and to be fad, | 
Is not to love, but to be mad. 


Tho? ſly Cupid fires my Breaſt, 
He ſhall never break my Reſt, 
For dear Kitty, ſhou'd you grieve me, . 
Honeſt Bacchus will reheve me, 0 
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SONG LXXIX. 
The Fax CALEDONIAN, 
( Contented all Day I could fit by your Side.) 


OW ſweet are her Looks, and how bloom- 
| ing her Face! | 
Caledonia's cold Clime ne'er produc'd ſuch a 
r | 
O ! ceaſe your raſh Taunts, and forbear to upbraid 
The Clime, from whence iſſu'd fo lovely a Maid, 


Tho? barren thy Soil, and inclement thy Air, 
By Nature, tho? nurs'd with a Step-mother's Care, 
'T ho? Boreas inſults thee, ne'er ceaſing to blow; 
Tho? eternally crown'd thy bleak Alps are with 

* GROW... 

Tell Zephir, repos'd in his Jeſſamine Bow'r, 
His Wings never fann'd ſo delightful a Flow'r; 
Tell the South her broad Sun, tho' for ever he 


ſhine, | 
Ne'er brought to perfection ſuch rich Fruit ag 
_ thane, | 
Methinks the belt Produce the beſt Climate 
yields, 


When rival'd with thine, are the Traſh of the 
Fields : EN 
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O! I'd give 'em up all, were I bleſt with the 
Pow'r, 

To taſte this rich Fruit, and inboſom this Flower. 


SONG LXXX. 
The PLAN. 


O Laſs on fam'd Hibernia's Plains, 
Where Beauty all-triumphant reigns, 
Dear Jenny can outvie ; 

Her artleſs Charms, no Muſe can tell, 

Nor can the rifing Sun excel, 

The Radiance of her Eye. 


Unnumber'd Graces round her move, 
At once inſpiring Awe and Love; 
How heav'nly is her Smile! 
With what a ſweet bewitching Mien, 
Not to be told or ſafely ſeen,” 
She can the Hours beguile! 


Good nature, Chearfulneſs and Eaſe, 
Improve the fair one's Pow'r to pleaſe, 
| Which no vain Pride deſtroys : 
While meaner Beauties gain by Arts 
Of vulgar Growth, the Coxcomb's Hearts, 
She ſcorns the worthleſs Toys. | 
H 2 be 


4 


Be bold, my Muſe, and tell the Fair, 

No Tinſel Charms can e'er enſuare, 
A Heart that's worth the Pains: 

A ſhort-liv'd Flame, indeed, may raiſe, 

Which rapid as it grows decays, - 
And ſcarce a Day remains. 


But wou'd you fix the real Love, 

Of Swains of Worth and Senſe approve, 
Purſue my Jenny's Plan: 

No other Way you can ſucceed, 

For tho' you may the Monkey lead, 
You'll ne'er ſecure the Max. 


SONG LXXXI, 


(Haſte, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the firſt of the May.) 
OW happy is Damon who feels not the 


{ 


| Smart, L 
Of Cupid's ſharp Arrows, that pierce the fond 


Heart ; | 
Whoſe Soul's not conſin'd by the Fetters of Love; 


From which, O defend me, ye Pow'rs above! 


Young Chloe is fair as the Sun at Noon-Day, 
To lean on her Boſom a Hermit would pray: 
Oft-times have I thought her immortal by Birth, 
And that Jove feat a Goddeſs from Heaven to 

Earth, 3 
But 


[ 101 J | 
But, when I diſcover'd the Pride of her Mind, 
And her Temper more fickle than whiſtling Wind ; 
I thank'd the kind Gods, who had open'd my Eyes, 
And prais'd By Friend Damon, and vow'd I'd be 
wiſe, — 


SON G LXXXIL 


O Damon ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 
A fix'd Reſolve to move: 

My Heart alas ! may feel the Pain, 
But ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 


Is this ye Pow'rs his boaſted Flame ? 
Is this his only End ? | 
And can his Love deſtroy the Fame, 

His Honour ſhou'd defend? 


Perfidious too, like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown? 

And can he ſeek to wound the Breaſt 
'That beats for him alone ? 


O ! for a Thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Th' ungen'rous Youth ſhall find, 
The Heart that cou'd admire his Face, - 
Can hate him for his Mind. 


H ; ; SONG 
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SONG IXXXIII. 


(Once more PII tune the vocal Shell.) 


ET me aſſume the vocal Shell, 
Which could I tune as him ſo well, 
To Hills and Dales who choſe to tell 
His Flame for lovely Peggy, 
I'd tell th' admiring World around, 
That Beauties brighter far are found, 
And Charms which can more ſurely wound, 
In my more lovely Peggy. 


Tho' he excels in ev'ry Line, : 

His boaſted Nymph muſt yield to mine, 
In Beauty and in Grace divine, 

So matchleſs is my Peggy. 

How fragrant Nature's rural Seat, 
When Spring's reviving Odours meet! 
The Bee's ambroſial Stores how ſweet ! 
But ſweeter is my Peggy. 


With her the Garden's Pride compare; 
How gay the Flow'rs! how ſweetly fair! 
No bluſhing Roſe, no Lilly there, 

Is half fo fair as Peggy. 
But yet her more immortal Praiſe, 
Her Wit proclaims a thouſand Ways ; 
Above the Skies her Virtues raiſe 


: The Fame of lovely Peggy, With 
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With her the Winter's Night is gay, 
Without her, dull the Summer's Day; 
No Plea ſure will behind her ſtay, | 

But follows lovely Peggy. | 
Tho? plac'd in Life's moſt humble State, 
I'd thank with Joy propitious Fate, 
Nor envy once the rich or great, 

If bleſt with lovely Peggy. 


Shou'd Dangers threat the harmleſs Maid, 
My Life, could that procure her Aid, 
Should be a willing Ranſom paid, 

To ſave my deareſt Peggy. 
While Nature yields its vital Pow'r, 
For her my Soul ſhall Heav'n implore: 
To Liſe's remoteſt Verge adore, 

My ever charming Peggy. 


SONG LXXXIV. 
By G. ROLLOS. 


With Colin, who I wiſh in vain, 
Would to my Arms return again, 
And fix his Dwelling there. 


H 4 : 


F all the Youths that grac'd the Plain, 
There's none that could compare 


[ 104 ] 

Oft have J liſten'd when he ſung, 
Attentive all the while : 

For ſurely Magic Raptures hung 

Upon his dear, deluding Tongue, 
: So ſweet——ſo full of Guile. 
Whene'er he tun'd the warbling Lyre, 

Or ſoftly-breathing Flute, 

His wond'rous Skill I did admire, 

My Soul enamour'd, caught the Fire, 
And granted all his Suit. 1 855 

His Suit obtain'd— the faithleſs Boy, 
Who ſtole my Heart away, 

Whoſe Preſence gave me ſo much Joy, 

Whoſe Abſence will my Blifs deftroy, 
Doth from my Boſom ftray. 

Beware, ye Nymphs, where'er you be, 
By my example ſhun Co” 

Falſe Man your greateſt Enemy, 

Leſt by his artful perfidy, 5 
You are too ſoon undone. 


SONG LXXXV. 


By the Same. 
(How bleſt bas my Time been, what Days bave 1 


known.) 


Ong Time had Lyſander told Daphne his Pain, 
And proteſted his Paſſion again and * 
| 1 "The 
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The obdurate Fair-one a while was ſo coy, 
That all her Reply was Pardonnes may. 


In vain he entreated, implor'd, and careſs'd, 
Of all his Pretenſions ſhe made but a Jeſt; 
Tho? his Life he declar'd her Diſdain would de- 


ſtroy, 
Yet equities ſhe anſwer'd him Pardonnez moy. 


But finding his Sighs no Impreſſion could make, 
He determin'd another Expedient to take; 
And Artifice now he reſolves to employ, 
To make her forget to ſay Pardonnez moy. 


He ſwore, that her Eyes like bright Phoebus did 
ine, 
That her Air was majeſtic, her Form all divine: 
With ſuch fond Delufions he purchas'd the Toy, 
And Flatt'ry prevail'd over Pardonnez may. 


The Lover ſo ardent, the Flame ſo ſincere, 
| Grew ſuddenly cool, and the Reaſon is clear; 
*T was Daphne's Compliance at once gave him Joy, 
And taught him her Anſwer of Pardonn:s moy. 


Ye Nymphs this Experience from Daphne re- 


| ceive, 
Who flatters your Perſon will ſurely deceive; 
And after Poſſeſſion your Beauty will cloy, 


For then tis too late to ſay Perdonnes moy — 
” ſay SONG 
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SONG LXXXVI. 
From ploughing the Ocean and thraſhing Monſieur.) 


Nbounded ambition thou turbulent Maid, 
Say whence is this inſolence grown 
That Spain ſhall the rights of Old England invade, 
And think without Fear on her Throne? | 


But ſee, how our Natives, undaunted advance, 

This abſolute Truth to maintain, | 
That the Britons, who always could triumph o'er 

France, <4 * 

Can ſtilF be victorious o'er Spain. 

For ſoon that unfortunate Country ſhall ſee, 
That the Engliſh are Lords of the Waves; 

And own, that a Son of à Nation fo free, 
Can ſcourge a whole Kingdom of Slaves, 


When Conqueſt all-dreadful, ſhall ride o'er the 
Flood, 5 
And our Lion tremendouſly roars; | 
Whenvengeance all reeking in Slaughter and Blood, 
Shall ſcatter Deſpair round her Shores ; 


This conſtant, this glorious Succeſs to our Pow'rs, 
The Juſtice of Britain declares : | 
For the Eye which well pleas'd ſees a Conduct like 

ours, | =D 
Indignant looks down upon theirs, 
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8 ONG LXXXVII. 


Al you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a Laſs.) 


HEN Delia firſt ventur'd to hear the fond 
Tale, : 3 

Which T knew the dear Maid wou'd approve, 

As I tenderly knelt to entreat in the Vale, | 

How ſhe bluſh'd at the Mention of Love. 


From her Seat ſhe roſe up with aſtoniſhing Speed, 
But made no great Haſte to be gone ; 

And tho” ſhe ſeem'd angry to hear me proceed, 
Yet ſhe dy'd if I ceas'd to go on. 

But the eaſy Confuſion of Decency paſt 
Which a delicate Mind may conceive ; 

With an Air of ineffable Sweetneſs at laſt, 

| She declar'd ſhe wou'd ſtrive to believe. 

Yet ſtill I continu'd with Ardor to preſs, 
Altho' ſhe bewitchingly chid, 

Till the ſoft Importunity made her confeſs, 

With a Smile-darting Rapture ſhe did. 


SONG LXXXVIIL 
(To ſooth my Chloe's penfive Grief.) 


| F O thee, ſweet Spring, whoſe genial Ray, 
Ihe lonely Waſte can cheer ; 
Once more we raiſe the Votive Lay, 
To bleſs the drooping Year, O1 


= e 
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O! kindly call from annual Death, 
The Valleys rich Perfume, 
And ſnatch a Gale from Nature's Breath, 
To wake it into Bloom. 


With Verdure deck the blighted Plain, 
Andlet the Morning Shade, 

Once more conceal the wretched Swain, 
Or hide the weeping Maid. 


The Lark ſhall then ſalute the Skies, | | 
To think his Strain begun, 
And with his early Matin riſe, 
To hail the diſtant Sun. 


Come gentle Spring and bleſs our Sight, 
Again appear to charm 
Call new Creations into Light, 
And Beings into Form. 


So ſhall thy Praiſe be till made known, 
While Pleaſure ſtrikes the View, 
Not by the feather'd Race alone, 
But by the Human too. 


SONG LXXXIX. 


(Why will you my Paſſion repreve.) 
HO” Nancy, unfortunate Fair, 
Affects to be calm by Degrees; 
Yet, Ol do her Actions declare, 


That her Boſom's one Moment at eaſe. T 


. ane 
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To the Winds will the Mourners complain, 
Or ſeek out ſome ſorrowful Shade ; 
And eternally talk of the Swain, 
By whom ſhe was baſely betray'd. 


From a Night loft to Sleep does ſhe riſe, 
With a Breaſt only fraught with her Fears; 
And the Sun never breaks on her Eyes, 

But to ſee them diſſolving in Tears. 


What Comfort alas can ſhe find, 
For the Wound ſhe is doom'd to endure; 
When her Grief 's the Diſeaſe of the Mind, 
Which no Arguments ever can cure, 


Her Woes the fond Wretch may relate, 
Whom ſo fatal a Flame can enſlave; 
Vet find no Phyſician but Fate, 
And no other Relief but the Grave. 


SONG XC. 
Lovely SALLY. 
(Once more Til rane the Pacal Shell. ) 
NCE more we'll tune our favourite Themes, 


OC''er flow'ry Banks and purling Streams, 
While Phe bus ſheds his weſtern Beams 


Upon | 


+ 
ms 1 
—— ND EEC ICE SR 


F 


i [| # 7; TT * : * 
i — e PUR 

br A n CREED 2 — 

Py 

* — —— - — — 


Py 
4 1 
. 


[ 110 J 


Upon the lonely Valley; 
The Birds then heedleſs of their Song, 
Will gladly round the Summit throng, 
To hear the Paſſions that belong, 

To me and lovely Sally. 


When Sally tunes her vocal Reed, 
The Lambs no more delight to feed, 


But wanton ſport the flow ry Mead, 


Adjacent to the Valley; 


Nor echo Riv'let of the Plain, 


Inſpir'd by all the feather'd Train, 
Can boaſt ſuch Sweetneſs in her Strain, 
As can my lovely Sally. 


Methought in Viſion once J ſtray'd, 
When 9 1 n the Bank I lay'd, 
While Nature gayly round me play'd, 

Within the lonely Valley ; 
But ſcarce had Cynthia ting'd the Grove, 
When I in artleſs Numbers ſtrove, 
To raiſe Compaſſion, and to move 

With Pity, lovely Sally. 


The murm'ring Streams fled ſoftly down, 
In Union with my mournful Sound, 


While ev'ry Sylvan ſcene around, 


Re» 
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Re- echo'd through the Valley; 
The Lambs a dumb Compaſſion ſhew'd, 
While ev'ry Vale my Moan renew'd, 
Still I my artleſs Scheme purſu'd, 
To raiſe with Pity Sally. 


At length, methought my eager Sight, 
Diſcern'd a Damſel clad in White, 
Diffuſing round a glorious Light, 
Within the lonely Valley ; 
T ſung, I figh'd, then ſung again, 
Still urg'd the Softneſs of my Strain, 
But ſcarce cou'd I the Joy ſuſtain, 
When I beheld my Sally. 
Tranſported thus I fled with Haſte, 
And claſp'd her round the ſlender Waiſt, _ 
A thouſand Times the Nymph embrac'd, 
Within the lonely Valley; 
Say, Sally, cou'd our Souls unite, 
And ſuch bleſt Scenes reward our Sight, 
Should not you with for endleſs Night, 
Say, ſay my lovely Sally? | 


SONG Kcl. 
(In Chlos s  Frowns I read my Fate.) 


Elentleſs youth, O! tell me why 
My Life you can purſue ; 
And ſee the wretched Delia die, 
Becauſe ſhe doats on you ! 


O! 
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O! why to act ſo mean a Part, 
Can Damon now begin! 
Or ſtrive to break the Virgin's Heart, 
He took ſuch Pains to win, 


O think !—But let theſe fading Eyes, 
Their Midnight-Virgils keep; 

The Beam of Morn unnotic'd riſe, 
And ſtill behold her weep. 


Vet Delia never will upbraid, 
A Swain who poorly flies; 
He may forſake the injur'd Maid, 
But never ſhall deſpiſe, 


SONG Kell. 
WonDEerFuUL AGE. 


Sung at Sadlers Wells, by Mr Andrews, in the 
Character of a Ballad Singer, in Harlequin 


Quack. 


Tl Sing you a Ditty, and warrant it true.) 


" OME few trifling Ballads I've ſung heretofore, 
But for trifling Ballads, Il ſing you no more, 
Since nothing at preſent but Wonders go down-a, , 


So ſickly the State of the whimſical Town-a. 
Chorus. 
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CHORUS. 


— 


Run your Eye o'er the intelligent Page, 
Brimful of Wonders, | 

Smack ſmooth of Blunders, 

Oh! *tis. a wondrous wonderful Age, 
Oh! 'tis a wondrous wonderful Age. 


Wits, wonderful ſmart, if you mind what they 


* | 
Next, wonderful Critics, more witty than they; 
Then mighty Reviewers, all nice in diſcerning _ 


And Sparrows, and Puppies of claſſical Learning. 


Cho. Run your Eye o'er, Sc. 


There's wonderful Schemes to rub off your old. 


Scores, | | 
With wonderful Salves for all manner of Sores, . 


Moſt wonderful Methods, altho' you ſhould lock it, 


To Jug the Fool's Pence from the Depth of your 


Pocket. ; | 
Cho. Run your Eye o'er, Se. 


Moſt wonderful Charities vaſt and immenſe, _ 

With Lectures on Lectures, of wonderful Senſe, 

A wonderful Plenty of Fiſh for the Whart-a, 

A wonderful Giant, a wonderful Dwarf-a. 

| Ch:. Run your Eye o'er, Fe. 
L: There's 
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There's wond'rous Careflings, and wonderful Rail. 
ings, | 
Wonderful Virtnes, and wonderful Failings, 

And wond*rous Zucker gets wonderful Pickings, 
But more wond'rous the Call for the Skins of 
French Chickens, | ; 

Cho. Run your Eye o'er, &c. 


There's wonderful Judges of wonderful Things, 
And Barbers and Coblers, give Precepts to Kings 
There's wonderful Auctions, and wonderfu; 
Dealers, | | 5 
Wonderful Puffers, and Sweet' ners, and Stealers. 
Cho. Run your Eye o'er, &c. 


There's wonderful Players, and wonderful Prieſts, 
Wonderful Sermons and wonderfu! Feaſts, | 
But all that I've fung, there's a Wonder ſurpaſſes, 


That's Miſs at the Wells on the muſical Glaſſes. 


Cho. Run your Eye o'er, Cc. 


SONG XCuL. 
(When Love is lodg'd within the Heart.) 


ECURE in Beauty's dread Array, 
k As Lindamira walks the Plain, 
She wings her Arrows every way, 


Nor feels herlelf the Lover's Pain; 
; Yet, 


| ! & 3 5, 32 8 
Yet, O! too cruel Maid beware, 
O play not, wanton with the Dart, 
For Love for thee may ſpread his Snare, 
And reach e'en thy obdurate Heart. 


How ſhould I rave to ſee thoſe Eyes, 
Replete with ineffectual Fire, 
Caſt on a Wretch who might deſpiſe, 
What the enamour'd World admire ; 
Since by kind Nature form'd for Joy, 
A milder Fate, O may*i thou prove, 
Diſpenſe thy Smiles, no longer coy, 
Bleſt in the Arms of Youth and Love ! 


SONG XCIV. 
' By a Robin Red- Breaſt. 
A dawn of Hape my Soul ri ver. 


VE Birds who chearful on the Spray, 
Your wanton Airs prolong, 

No more thall Robin join the Lay, 

Nor add has artleſs Song. 


Diſtinguiſh'd lately o'er theſe Plains, 
As Hebe's fave Bird, 
When ſhe to all your boaſted Strains, 
My fimpler Notes prefer'd : 
PS I 2 Of 
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Some happier Robin pours his Lays, 


Of all the feather'd Race I thought, 
Not one ſo bleſt as J, 

I envy'd not the Black-birds Note, 
Nor Lark that ſoars ſo high. 


Then Winter o'er the barren Land, 
His hoary Form had ſpread ; 
Securely from her bounteous Hand, 


Each happy Day 1 fed. 


'That this was once my glorious Lot, 
Now fills me with Deſpair ; 

For gentle Hebe has forgot, 
Her little Penſioner. 


In vain I ſeek her in the Glade, 


Or to the Grove repair; 
I haunt the Bow'rs and Wood-bine Shade, 


But find no Hebe there. 


Ah me! in other Vales ſhe ſtrays, 
. Where, in her h{Pning Ear, 


And I am all Deſpair, 
s ONO XCV, 


(Thou riling Sun where gladſame Ray.) 


T 


O fix her—'twere a Taſk as vain, 


40 count the April drops of Rain, 


Te 
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To ſow in Afric's barren Soil, | 
Or Tempeſts hold within a Toil. 


I know it, Friend, ſhe's light as Air, 
Falſe as the Fowler's artful Snare; 
Inconſtant as the paſſing Wind, 

As Winter's dreary Froſt unkind. 


She's ſuch a Miſer too in Love, 

Its Joys ſhell neither ſhare nor prove, 
Tho? Hundreds of Gallants await, 
From her victorious Eyes their Fate. 


Bluſhing at ſuch inglorious Reign, 

I ſometimes ſtrive to break her Chain : 
My Reaſon ſummon to my Aid, 
Reſolv'd no more to be betray'd. 


Ah, Friend! *tis but a ſhort-liv'd Trance, 
Diſpell'd by one enchanting Glance, 


- 8s need but Look, and I confeſs, 


Thoſe Looks completely curſe or bleſs. 


So ſoft, ſo elegant, ſo fair, 

Sure ſomething more than Human's there; 
I muſt ſubmit, for Strife is vain, - 
"Twas Deſtiny that forg'd the Chain. 
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ung Strephon a Shepherd the Pride of the Plain.) 
T HO! his Paſſion in Silence the Youth would 


conceal, | | 
What his Tongue will not utter, his Eyes ſtill re- 
| veal; . | 
And by ſoft ſtolen Glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are the Tell-tales of Celadon's Love. 


To the Grove, to the Green, to the Dance, to 
the Fair, 1 
Wherever I go, my blith Shepherd is there; 
I know the a." Youth by his Bluſh, by his Smile, 
And ſurely ſuch Looks were not made to beguile. 


Though indiff rent the Subject, whatever it 
prove, „„ | 
He inſenfibly turns the Diſcourſe upon Love ; 
If he talks to another, with Pleaſure I ſee, _ 
Though his Words are to her, yet his Looks are to 
| me, ©: Fe - 


Sometimes T command him his Speech to reſtrain, 
But, alas my Reſolves ! I command it in vain ; | 
For when the dear Theme hell no longer purſue, 
I forget my Commands, and reſume it anew. 


Then 
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Then he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear, 
He ſhould 5 what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt 
0 


to hear; 
Should he mention his Love, tho my Pride wou'd 


deny, | | | 
My Heart whiſpers, -Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


SONG XCVIT 


Once more I "Il tune the vocal Shell.) 


'P IS not the Muſes choiceſt Lay, 
Tis not the Pencils ſtrongeſt Ray, 
That can ſufficiently diſplay, 
The Charms of pretty Polly : 
Tis not a Lover's Fire can paint, 
Nor can the vileſt Scandal taint, 
A Mind as pure as any Saint, 


The Mind of virtuous Polly. 


Let Criticks, who, of Judgment v ain, 
Condemn the Fancy of my Brain, | 


For praiſing in ſo high a Strain, 


The Beauties of my Polly; 
Reflect, if e'er they knew the Smart, 
The tickling Wounds of Cupid's Dart, 
What raging Paſſion feels a Reute 
Like mine which doats on Polly. | 
I 4 When 


4 
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When abſent from her lovely Sight, 
I view the twinkling Stars ſo bright, 
And Cynthia's Beams which old the Night, 
I fighing wiſh for Polly; 
And yet ſo ſhines her ſparkling Eye, 
As Phoebus? Rays, at Noon-day Sky, 
The pow*rful Luſtre makes me fly, 
The charming Face of Polly. 


* Aſiſt me with your Skill and Aid, 
1 Oh! teach me, Cupid, to perſuade, 
=_ By winning Eloquence, this Maid, 

= My Soul is wholly Polly's; 

=_ Or, to her tender Breaſt impart, 

By gentle Means, your piercing Art, 
'Then grant ſhe may exchange her Heart, 

With mine, already Polly's. 
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SONG XCVIIL. 
(When all the Attic Fire was fled. ) 


Sylvia ! your melodious Voice, - | 
5 [| O At which the liſt'ning Gods rejoice, 
= Would captivate ſtill more, | 
= Did not your heav'nly Charms invite 
=O Our Senſes, raviſh'd with Delight, 
I 0õ“ gaze and to adore. 
You to behold, at once, and hear, 
88 Are Bleſſings for Mankind too dear; . 
| or 
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For Jove too great a Prize! 
All that dare hear, in Love are all; 
All that dare look, muſt Victims fall 
To theſe all conquering Eyes. 


8 ON G Ken. 
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{ Behold the fort Floæuers around.] 


HE Sun now breaks forth from the Eaſt, 
1 And continues his Beam on the Thorn, 
While the Bluſh of Aurora increas'd, 
Adds a Crimſon more bright to the Morn. 


The Edge of the Winter's ſharp Gale, 
Gives Way to the Zephir's mild Breeze: 

And the Bloſſom that fell in the Vale, 
Shoots into new Life on the Trees. 


The ruſtical Sports are begun, 
To the Grove ſee the Shepherdeſs flies ; 
Whoſe Eyes are as bright as the Sun, 
And whoſe Soul is as pure as her Eyes. 


No darkſome Receſs does ſhe ſeek, 

A diſconſolate Flame to impart; _ 
For the Roſe never fades on the Cheek, 
When Virtue is lodg'd in the Heart. 


Hear this, O ye credulous Fair, © 
Whoſe Breaſts the ſoft Wiſhes may move; 
And know that a certain 78 | 


Still waits on unwarranted Love. 


But 
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But the Maid who can ſenſibly fear, 
Not a moment's Diſquiet ſhall view; 
For the Spring, which gives Life to the Year, 
Encreaſes her Happineſs too. | 


SONG &. 
Hough Love like a Monkey had long play'd 
his Tricks, | 


And tickled the.Gills of my Heart; 

The Whelp was quite puzzled in ſtriving to fix, 
A ſingle half Inch of his Dart. 

What Bomb-ſhells of Eyes at my Boſom he caſt, 
And at laſt thought the Breaſt-work to win; 
But forc'd to look out for Aſſiſtance at laſt, 

He got it all cleverly in. 


At the Playhouſe one Night,! O unfort unate Hour ! 
An Arrow he cunningly ſent ; 

*T was drawn with the Force of auxiliary Power, 

And came from the Voice of Miſs Brent. 


In Sally's ſweet Strains, while ſhe gratefully rais'd, 
A Note moſt enchantingly high ; 

Attention ſtood ſtill on the Ear quite amaz'd, 

Till I bellow'd out loudly ——]I die. 


Now thro? the Piazza, I prance it along, 

The heavieſt Booby in Nature; 
And hum out my Paſſion in that pretty Song, 
That begins with the words Dearaſt Creature. , 
[ol 
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InRevenge thatRogueCupid this Method has found, 
Which drives me almoſt to Deſpair ; | 
For inſtead of a Face, I muſt doat on a Sound, 
And like Cephalus die for the Air. | 


SONG Crt. 


An Ode perform'd at the Seat of Lord Cadogan 
at 28 in the Preſence of his Royal 


Highneſs the Duke of Vork. 
err 


HILE Edward deigns this fair Retreat to 
tread, 
New Charms o'er every vernal Scene are ſpread. 
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Welcome to theſe Vernal-ſcenes, 
Where Hand in Hand the Graces play ; 
Wav'ring Woods, and flow'ry Greens, 
Confſpire to cheat the tedious Day; 
Where Mirth attends, by Virtue dreſt, 
To hail her glorious Princely Gueſt. 


Da Capo. 
RE CITATIV E. a 


Old Father Thame, who laves the Vale below, 
Bids his clear Stream in gentler Eddies flow, 
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Deign awhile to hear our Strain, 

E'er yn you tempt the ſtormy Main, 

To hurl Defiance on the Foe, 

And lay the Pride of Gallia low. 


SONG Cl. 
Daniel Cooper.) 


. & HRO” Court and Town by all *tis known, 
That Gambling's grown a Cuſtom ; 
And French Folks play, in a ſhuffling Way, 
That Engliſh Folks can't truſt *em. 


Of Portmahon, we were bilk'd *tis known, 
All Europe cry'd out Shame, Sir; 

Then we were ſcorn'd, now Luck has turn'd, 
In America we've got Game, Sir, 


Boſcawen the Toulon Squadron drubb'd, 
And Elliot gave Thurot a check, Sir ; 

- At Minden Ferdinand Frenchmen ſnubb'd, 

Wolf bruiſed them a bit at Quebec, Sir. 


At Cape Breton our Bombs were Frenchmens 
Tombs, 

Crown Point was a clever Affair, Sir; 
But the beſt of the Jeſt, was their Fleet from Breſt, 
When an Engliſh Hawke pounc'd a French 

Hare, Sir. : 5 
Each 
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Fach Slip we take, makes French Trade ſmart, 
Each Fort our Fury feels too ; 
What do Frenchmen take, why they take it to 
Heart. ol 
And nts take to their Heels too. | 14 


8 O NG CIII. 


HEN Chloe breathes ſoft Melody, 
She gives new Spirit to the 28 3 
Such ſweet extatic Harmony, 

O who can hear and not admire ! ' 


If ſhe but ſings, all Grief departs, 
Her Voice each heaving Sigh diſpels ; _ 
No.Charm like that can "Dork our Hearts. 
In all her Notes Enchantment dwells, 


In vain the feather'd Choir eſſays, | 
With warbling Notes to fill the Grove; 

When e'er my Chloe tunes her Lays, 
Whoſe Voice is Innocence and Love. 


The Lark no more her Matin Song, 
Shall chant at early-riſing Dawn; 
Nor Philomel lament her Young, 8 
But that by her ſhe is outdone, IS 
| SONG 


[ 126 


SONG CIV. 


II/ HEN Beauty firſt ventur'd to ſeek, 
| For the rational Wiſh of Mankind; 
The Roſe which vermillion'd the Cheek, 
Was not half ſo admir'd as the Mind. 


The innocent Face of the Fair, | 
No purchas'd Complexion became; 
And no Virgins deſcended to wear, 
The leait Mark of mechanical Shame. 


No Waſhes, or coftly Expence, 
Were meanly employ'd to ſurpriſe 
For the Nym plac'd her Merit in Senſe, 
When ſhe knew that her Lover was wile, 


Twas then, in the Language of Truth, 
All Addreſſes were conſtantly paid: 

And the Bleſſings beſtow'd on the Youth, 
Were the Means of Content to the Maid. 


But, ſince Beauty's unhappily grown, 
A poor Compoſition of Art; 
No Swain muſt be fancy'd to own, 
The real Deſign of his Heart. 


The Virgin no Youth ſhould believe, 
Till ſhe throws all her Colours away ; 

For as long as ſhe ſtrives to deceive, 
He mult certainly mean to betray. 


SONG 
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SONG CV. 


Written about two Months after the Defeat of 
M. Conflans, while the Engliſh Fleet lay in 
Qui beron Bay- | 


HAT News the next Ships from Old Eng- 
land may jen 5 : | 
It's no Matter, huzza, Boys ; here's God fave the 
| King, CO 
Whilſt Pitt's at the Helm we have nothing to fear, 
His King and his Country to him are moſt dear. 


CHORUS. 


Then while we remain in the Bay of Quiberon, 
Let us cheriſh our Hearts with a Glaſs and a Song. 


Whilſt the French ſell their Plate, Foreign Trade 
to maintain, : 
Triumphant we ride the great Lords of the Main. 
Tho?” the Pope is at Rome, we've the Cardinals here, 
They ſtill muſt bear Record what Enſigns we wear. 


While our Heroes enjoy the Applauſe they have 
gain'd, ; Ms 3 20 1 
Bompart's in the Bilboes, their Vice is arraign'd ; 

Conflans tho? acquitted by Queen Pompadour, 
His Sun is eclips'd, and will ſhine out no more. 
Here's 
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Here's a health to brave Hawk, and our 
| Friends that are gone, | 
Charge a Bumperto them, and the next to Sir John: 
To Britannia fill high, take Care it go round, 
That Vanoes 1 Villaine may with Eccho re- 
ound, 


SONG CVI. 
HEN TI behold that Angel Face, 
Il feel Love's fierceſt Fire; 


'That Form replete with ev'ry Grace, 
Was made to give Deſire. | 


Oft I eſſay to tell my Pain, 

As oft I fear her Frown ; 
As fatal that as on the Main, 
Mad Tempeſts thund'ring down, 


Vet could J hope the ſweet Relief, 
Of one reviving Smile; | 
How would it ſoften all my Grief, 

And every Pang beguile! 


Not yonder Sun that lights the Sky, 
Is to its Courſe more true; 

Than to the Laws of Love am I, 
Than I ſhould be to You, 


SONG 
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8s oON G cvtl. 
M A V. | 
(My Banks they are Furniſh'd with Bees. 


T HE Virgin when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the Villager's Vows ; - 
The Birds fweetly bill on the Spray, | 
And Poplazs embrace with their Boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her Beauty above; 
We Shepherds that live on the Plain, 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. 


From the Weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephir careſſes the Pine; 
The Bee ſteals a Kiſs from the Roſe, 
And Willows and Woodbines entwine; 
The Pinks by the Rivulet Side, 
That border the vernal Alcove ; 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft Tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the Butterfly's Wing, 

He flutters in bridal Array 

If the Larks and the Linnets now ſing, 
Their Muſick is 1 them by May; 


. 


The 


- [19] 


The Stock-Dove recluſe with his Mate, 


Conceals her fond Bliſs in the Grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May 15 the Mother of Love. 


The Goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye Virgins be ſportive and gay, 

Get your Pipes, oh ye Shepherds in Tune, 
For Muſic muſt welcome the May ; 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen Anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell a ſoft Tale, and he'll find, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


SONG CVIII. 
CO would thou know what ſacred Charms.) 
u dear Clarinda, would'ſt thou know, 
Whence Hymen's ſacred Bleſſings flow; 


Attend my Lay, and thou ſhall ſee, 
'The Man that's made for Love and me, 


Nor Wealth, nor Perfon can impart 
Thoſe Bleſſings to the tender Heart; 
His Mind the flowing Spring muſt be, 
That ſheds the Stream of Bliſs for me, 
Whoſe Soul's with ſtedfaſt Virtue fraught, 
Inſpir'd with ev'ry noble Thought; "I 
} 


n e 
# n 
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Kind, conſtant, generous, and free, 
Be him whom Fate deſigns for me. 


Let pure Good- nature in his Breaſt, 
With ſweet Complacence mildly reſt; 
His ſprightly Genius ever be | 
Producing Joys for Love and me. 


Let him his Paſſions ever ſway, 
Not led by them from Wiſdom's Way 
Serenely calm O let them be, | 
Sweetly attun'd to Love and me. 


Teeming with Sentiments refin'd, . 
Let God- like Science teach his Mind; 
From Objects low and mean to flee, 
And only toy with Love and me. 
Thus let his ſolid Reaſon ſhine, 
Enlighten'd with a Ray divine 
His Soul, for ever let it be, 
Enwrapt in Virtue, Love, and me. 


A Breaſt with ſacred Truth inſpit'd, 
A Soul with Love of Knowledge fir'd, 
From Prejudice and Ign'rance free, 
Alone is made for Love and me. 


- 


K 2- - SONG 
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8 0 N G CK. 
By G. ROLLOS. 
5 Teo late for Redreſi, and too Joon for my Eaſe.) 


S Damon one Day, of Palzmon enquir d 
The 1182. of Love which his Boſom in- 
pir' 
Why he a hat in expreſſing ſo tender a Flame, 
Or why it *twas pala he nouriſh'd the h : 


Palæmon thus anfwer'd the Shepherd 
If you'd know what is Love, * — ex- 
plain: 
on Behold with Attention the Nym hsof the Green, 
And *tis fifty to one but you'll know what J 
mean. 


«© If it happens, as Damon, 1 may do by 

Chance, 

That from one of the Fair you receive a kind 
Glance: 

* Shou'd a Change in your Heart hereafter ariſe, 

«© You may take it for 8 it came wow her | 


Eyes. 
« Tf the Nymph be conſenting, ad eaſily won, 


* And her Reaſon nn what Es be 
E 


: F-13383. 
Mn The Congualh redoubled, with Pleaſure you'll 


e, | OT 
« You're enflav'd by her Charms, and wiſh not to 
4 be free. _ . Ty 
« But, alas! ſhou'd Diſdain to her Triumph 
WS be join d. 5 
“% Why I Ggh for fair Sylvia the Reaſon you'll find, 
«« For *tis obvious to Lovers who meet no Return, 
* 'Tho* the Flame be ſo tender, the Fire will burn. 
ge cautious then Damon of being enſnar'd, 
«© For if Cupid attack your fond Heart unprepar'd, 
In vain to your Succour Reſiſtance you'll call, 
For N you are wounded a Victim muſt 
= a b 2 42 3 N 8 ; 


— 


SONG cx. 
By the Same. 
| (Sure Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs.) 


ROM yonder Eaſt reſplendent dart, 
T The Sun's aufpicious Rays; 
o Celia cheers my drooping Heart, 

With her enliv*ning Face : wy 

Her Beauty doth ſuch Tranſport give 

To my enamour'd Soul, 

Poſſeſſing her, I'd ever live 

Secure from all Gor” IPA 
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Exterior Charms may ſtrike the View, 
And Beauty all admire ; 
But Merit wins Affection true, 
And feeds the laſting Fire; 
Of each my Celia doth poſſeſs 
An inexhauſted Store ; | 
Would ſhe vouchſafe my Love to bleſs, | 
I'd with for nothing n more. | 


S O N G CXI, 
By the Same. 


| (4k if you Damaſt Roje be fuer.) 9 7 


- ET Monarchs glory in their Pride, 
Or Miſers in their Store; 
WI 


ile more than all the World beſide, 
My Naney Fll adore. 


If &er Ambition could obtain 
An Empire in my Mind, _ 

It would be Nancy's Love to gain, 
To other Conqueſts blind, | 


Secure of that, no buſy Care 
Should e 'er invade my Breaſt; 

But Nancy reign unrivall'd there, 
An ever. welcome Gueſt, _ 


SONG 


RE: 


SONG Cx 
By the Same. 


: HENE'ER, dear Chloe, I review 
Each Love-inſpiring Grace in you; 


I wiſh tho? vainly to obtain : 

One pitying Look to ſooth my Pain. 
With what Reluctance oft I ſee 

Each happier Swain careſs'd by thee! 

And envious of their Happineſs, 

TI wiſh that I could love you leſs. 


But ſuch tranſcendent Beauty will 
Detain my Heart a Captive ſtill : 1 
Enſlav'd by your all- conqu'ring Charms, 
O! let my Priſon be your Arms. | 

There tho? deſpis'd let Strephon lie, 
And waft the tender-thrilling Sigh, 
That Sigh in 'Time perhaps may prove 
A Balm to cure neglected Love. 


SONG CxIII. 
The Ross - Bup. 
(Pleajure's Golden Reign.) 


TASTE thy fragrant Leaves to ſpread ; 


Thou, of chaſte Aurora's Bed 
K 4 | 


Thou, 


_—_ ( 136 ] 
Thou, whom Zephyrs croud to kiſs, 
Jealous of the Virgiu-Bliſs 1 . 
Queen of Flora's wide Domain, 

Haſte to bloom, and haſte to reign. 


From thy Parent-Stalk deſcend, „ 
All thy Tints to Chloe lend. | 
Thou ſhou'dſt, fairer than the reſt, 
More than other Flow'rs be bleſt. 
Go, on Chloe's Boſom fade, | 
That thy Throne and Tomb be made. 


Love ſhall point the happy Place, 
Where thou moſt the Nymph may'ſt grace; 
Where thy Charms may be deſcry'd, 

Yet not greater Beauties hide; 
Where her-Eyes on thee may turn, 
Juſt to cheer thee, not to burn. 


Chloe's but a Flow'r like thee, 
Subject to the ſame Decree, 
O may ſhe to Love reſign 

All her Heart, as I have mine! 
Buy thy fading Beauties ſhown, 
She ſhou'd now improve her own, 


$0NG 


vw. 
$ONG CXIV, 
The Paxrixe. 
T H' unwelcome ſad Minute is come, 


= longer your Stre nn ſtay ; 
Unwilli viel t 1 2 


to my Doom, 
Fate calls — I'm fore d to obey. 
No more at the Setting of Day, 
Shall we meet in the dark haunted Grove, 
And paſs the ſhort Moments awa 
In Converſe of Friendſhip and ove. 


Tho? Fortune thus tears me away 


To the Banks of the Swale's diſtant ann 


1V'Il think of thee all the long Day, 
Of thee all the Night will I dream. 
Gay Fancy ſhall call to my Mind 


Theſe Scenes and the Bliſs we have known, 1 


When you without Guilt cou'd be kind, 
And Scandal itſelf has look'd' on. 


| Yet tell me, Oh tell me, I prays 

Will you think of me oft in the Grove, 
And wiſh the ſweet coming of May, 
2 about E and Love? 


8 
PPV 
« be? 


A 

Tread thy fond Wiſhes, dear Laſs, 
The May ſhall our Pleaſures renew ; 

Ye Minutes, till then ſwiftly paſs. 
Adieu! my dear Molly, adieu! 


S8 cxv. 
E Nymphs who preſide o'er the muſical 
Throng, „ 
Aſſiſt me awhile, and inſpirit my Song; : 
On a.Theme which nor Horace, nor Homer of 
Yore, > 5 © 1 
Or the reſt of the Bards, e' er your Aid did implore. 
| Derry down, &. 


Tis 2 my Theme, of dear ringing 1 
ing, | Y 
Britannia's own Art, for no People elſe ring; 
Could my Verſes bur __ the Theme of my Song, 
All Muſick ſhould yield to the merry Ding dong. 
5 Derry down, &c. 


Tho? ſome in the Notes of a Fiddle delight, 
And with a dull Crowder will friſk all the Night; 
Such capering Fools are unworthy my Song, 
Compar'd with the muſical, merry Ding dong. 

| , Derry down, &C. 
Let the Beau to Vauxhall with Impatience repair, 


To hear a ſoft Song, and at Caſcades to ſtare ; 
2 | Such 
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Such ſqueaking, and rumbling, may ſuit the gay 
Throng, 3 

But are trifling, compar'd with the metry Ding 


„ . 
n | | Derry down, &c. 


EEſculapius's Sons, thoſe grave Sages of Art, 
Preſcribe Exerciſe as the Balm of the Heart ; 

If ſo, what more fitting our Lives to prolong, 
Than to bome in the lofty, the merry Ding dong, 
e 11 Derry down, &c. 


When the Parſon the conjugal Harneſs has ty'd, 
And eee in Wedlock, the Bridegroom and 
2 Bride: 


W 


Tho? nought but grim Death can divide the tough 
. Thongs . | 
Twill wear roughly (they ſay) unleſs ſmooth'd 
with Ding dong. 

| Derry down, &C. 


In War's cruel Strife ſhould our conquering Fleet, 
Thoſe, Peace-breaking Villains, the Frenchmen 
acc cc, 75 
Nor Hautboys, nor Fiddles, nor Flutes will avail, 
»Tis the 1 tun'd Bells muſt declare the glad 
„ 5 ale. | 


- * : 


o 


| Derry down, G66. 


— 
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an Aut Gant when nought but briſk, Joy's to 


be found, 


Tho' Cannons, and Trumpets, and Kettle-drums 


und ; 
Our Mirth's uncom leat as the Laureat's trite Song, 
"Til clos'd in the v'ning with _ Ding <4 


Derry down, & 
Come, 28 me à Glaſs, al it high Brothey- 


A Bumper lf Pot, to our great King and Queen; 
May their Majeſties Reign be auſpicious and long, 
And their Race neyer fail, while the Bells ſay 


Ding * 
| Derry drum, be. . 


SONG CXVI. 
The LtII y of the VaLE. 


T UF fragrant Lilly of the Vale, 

| So elegantly fair, : 

Whoſe Sweets perfume each fanning Ga „„ 
To Chloe I compare. 


What tho? on Earth it lowly . 
| 3 ſtrives its Head to 


1 far outvies * Roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much Pride, 
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The coſtly Tulip owes its Hue 

Io many a'gaudy Stain; 

In this we view the Virgin. white 
Of Innocence remain. 

See how the curious Floriſt's Hand 

 Uprears its humble Head, % 

And to preſerve che charming Flower, 
Tranſplants it to his Bed. 

There while it ſheds its Sweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt Grace! 

Enraptur'd how its Owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely Face ! 

But pray, my Chloe, 'hdw'obſerve 
The Inf rence of my Tale; 

May I the Floriſt be, and thou, 

My Lilly of the Vale! 


$SONG Cult. 
| S Damon ſat by Sylvia's Side, 
4 J 


And watch'd her Eyes with am'rous Pride, 


ently bow'd his leaning Head: 
Pad while it preſt N | 
Her charming Breaft, 

Thus the tranſported Shepherd ſaid: 
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Thou ſmiling Cauſe of Reſt and Pain, 
The Y outh who loves not lives in vain; 
What Charms have Eyes where Wiſhes meet! # 


Where Souls combine, 
And two Hearts join, 


- Hope is unbounded, Joy compleat. 


No Lamb of all-thy bleating Care, 
Looks ſofter than thy Paſſions are: 
Poſſeſſing thee, by thee polleſs'd, 
Il fear no Pain, 
I wiſh no Gain, 


What Man on Earth would be more bleſs'd !_ 


SONG CXVII. 


FANNY © OFF 


T OO long afraid of Cupid's Pow'r, 
I fled the Urchin's Dart ; 

But now I always bleſs the Hour 
In which I loſt my Heart: 

A thouſand ſweet Senſations riſe, 
I never felt before; 

Whene'er I meet the charming Eyes 
Of lovely Fanny Gore. 


O how can Language think to trace 
What Senſe can ſcarcely bear 
Or paint the Beauties of a F — b 


-$0exquiſuely fair ! 


5 * 
; 4 
2 7 
N 77 
bi * 
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Deſcription 


| 07 
Deſcription throws the Pencil by, 
And gives the Study o'er; 

Nor dares preſume to look ſo high, 
As charming Fanny Gore. 


The magic Sweetneſs of her Tongue, 
The cirling Spheres might call, 
And headlong Streams, as PorE has ſung, 
Hang lining in their Fall: : 
With Rapture ſtruck, the wond'ring Ear, 
Is ſtretch'd on ev'ry Pore; 
And ev'ry Nerve is ſtrain'd to hear 
The Voice of Fanny Gore. 


Thus form'd to pleaſe the niceſt Thought, 
Which Fanny eer expreſt, | 

Her Soul with ev'ry Grace is fraught, 
That charms the human Breaſt, 

With Pride I own my Heart is won, 

With Tranſport I adore; | 

And 'till Life's lateſt Sands are run, 
I'll doat on Fanny Gore. 


„ o 

{My Time O ye Muſes was happily ſpent.) | 

OW happ'lys dear Colin, our Hours have 
| een ſpent . 


| Eaſe and Good-humour, in Peace and Content! 


NO 


- — 
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No Cares to diſturb us, no Griefs to 1 
No * were more happy, no Shepherds more 
3 
But now Oh! [ how chang'd, how revers'd is the 
cene ! 
For * hc Difquiet, for Good humour, the 
pleen: 
With orc citcted round, and diſtracted with 
_ 
Your once happy Strephon's now plung'd in 
Deſpair. . 


With witty Aurora, and Chloe-the gay. 
Then Strephon and Colin, as merry as they, 
Together, would ramble the Meadows along, 

To hear the blithe Linnet and Nightingale's Song: 
But now not Aurora, nor Chloe can pleaſe; 
And Colin, tho? gay as a Lark, wonld but teaze ; ; 
The Meadows are latgaid, the Nightingale fled ; 
And Strephon's poor Heart is as heavy as Lead. 


At the Dance on the Green, at the Wake, or at 

| Play, 
My Colin is witneſs no Swain was more gay; 
Edteem'd dy the Nymphs, and careſs'd by the 


Swains; 
Ev'n great ones N and have praiſed my 


Strains: 


But now, = Dance, Wake, nor Play can de- 


B s ans * deſerted, the Ny m hs hold me 


[745 ] 
The Muſes are fled, none my Verſe will approve ; 
And the Cauſe of all this is, poor Strephon's in 

Loe. | EK 
_ ?Tis Daphne the witty, good-natur'd, and fairy, 

Her Shape ſo genteel ! and fo eaſy an Air! 

So ſweet a Deportment, devoid of all Art / 
That no ſooner I ſaw, but ſhe conquer'd my Heart. 
But alas ! her Good-nature, her Wit, and her 

| Mien | 98 5 

Her Shape, and Good Senſe, do but add to my 
Pa: 1 

To ſee, is to love her Love ſtill craves for more; 

But Daphne is prudent, and Strephon— too poor. 


SONG CXX. 


: * IS more than Friendſhip's ſacred Tye, 
That fills my aching Heart; 
And which fond Hope and anxious Fear, 
Alternately impart. 
Yes, Delia, yes, endearing Maid, 
Tis Love that has a Share:: 
"Tis Love and Friendſhip mutual join'd, 
That fill my Breaſt with Care. 
Whatever Object I behold, 
Still thoſe are in my Sight; 35 
The live- long Day's moſt pleaſing Thought, 
The ſweeteſt IP Night. - 


. 


My 


nnr eee " 
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My fond deluſive Hopes purſue © 

| The Image of her Charms 3 . 

=_ And oft by mimic Fancy's Aid, 
5 I claſp her in my Arms. 


Methinks the laſt endearin g Smile, 


I ſee and ſee again; 
And feel, as from the laſt-ſtol'n Kiſs, 


A Pleaſure-givin g Pain. 


Grant Heav'n ſhe Love for Love return, 
And deign to be my Bride; 

Or ſoon for Delia *twill be ſaid, 
Her faithful Damon died. 


SON G CXXT. 


| Write to true Britons, I mean not the Men, 
But to Women of Spirit, to do all they can,,, 
o ſtand for their Rights as they would for their 


Liedes, 


And prove to the World that they're true Britiſh 
Wives. | 
| Derry i & c. 


May mk _ that wants Spirit be wed to a 
Chur 
9 ſuch be infpid, and Rupidly dull, 
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Be grave and look gloomy, till you can ke. | 
Some Chat, that may end in an innocent Joke. 

e | Derry down, &Cc. 


Shall we tamely to turbulent Spouſes ſubmit, 
Who only find Fault, Why ? becauſe they think fit, 
When my Huſband turns Turk, and can prove 
3 Pve no Soul, | 3 
PII be blindly obedient, nor dare tocontroul. 
5 Derry doaun, &C. 


2 * 


Since our Men are great Heroes and conquer 
; their Foes, > "big 

Shall we Women want Courage the Men to op- 

poſe ; FE | 

Since our Sires and our Offſpring can fight one 

to ten, : | | 2 8 

Let's. prove ourſelves worthy of brave Britiſn 

| Men. x * = Derry down, &C.. 


In Ages long paſt from a great Eaſtern King, 
'That dar were ſtrongeſt good Proof I can 
| bring; | | 
Then if with a Britiſh King plac'd on the Throne, 
We won't ſtand for our Rights we deſerve to have 
| none, | : Derry down, &C, 


Let's be Heroines all, and ſtand up for the Truth, 
Grave Matron, fine Lady, poor Woman, or Too 


| [68] 
If we're-wrong, let us own it; but if we are right, 
4 Freedom and m with all our Might. 
& Derry down, &c. 


Then all aft like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 
never Minghed, nor never amaz” 
E. for your Rights, as you would for your 
Lives, - 
'T hat __ Huſbands may know when they've gat 
Britiſh Wives. 
Derry donun, Kc. 
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